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John sighed quietly under his breath. 
He'd taken a taxi to the studio, it was his first day back. 
This was something that made joy and distress fill his chest, but he had looked forward to this all week. 


He'd gotten a call from Flea. It almost seemed like the call itself was a blessing. He didn't feel like he would get 
out of this hole he was in. 


Yes, he went to rehab, and had finally gotten clean. He ate better, he did yoga, but there was something that 


was missing. Being in a band. 


Yes, he also did solo stuff, and that did bring him happiness through a certain extent. You can't bounce ideas 
off of nothing, or a click track 


He was pretty sure his cats were getting annoyed enough at him, as he was trying to express his ideas aloud. 


John didn't know what was going to come of this, what this day back would hold. if this would just be a jam 


session, or if the other guys had any ideas already mulling around 
Well, he wouldn't know till he went inside, would he? 

He paid the cab driver, grabbed his quitar case, and opened the door. 

John took a deep breath as he stepped out. 

He hadn't been in this studio before but he easily found his way around. He knew the other three were 
probably already in behind that door. He hesitated for a few seconds, but raised his hand to knock, then he 


remembered they wouldn't hear anything. So he just opened the door and walked in 


Flea and Chad were playing and Anthony was leaning against the wall, sipping on a drink. Anthony was the first 


to notice him. 

He put his drink on the table and walked to him with a big smile. He took him in his arms. 

"Welcome back, man," Anthony told him. 

Chad and Flea stopped what they were doing and came over, each greeting John warmly. 

Flea was beaming to see his friend back onboard. 

It was like he was back after a long trip and everyone was simply glad to see him. Truthfully, that had been a 
very long and very bad and dark trip for him, but one he somehow felt proud to have taken. He had come out 
of it much stronger and wiser and now he was ready to interact with the world again 

Who could help him do that better than his old family and bunch of friends? 

"Sorry, I'm late. You know, LA. traffic.. So what do we do?" 

Anthony laughed and put his arm around John's shoulder. 


"What about we start working on our next greatest album?" 


"So you guys were waiting for me?," John asked. 


"Well, | wanted to do all the guitar parts this time and then Anthony said no, no idea why, and told me to call a 


real guitarist instead. So here you are," Flea explained. 


"Yes, and we had to let Dave go, because Anthony thought he was too good-looking. With you back, we thought 
itd be more well-balanced on that side, you know?," Chad added with a sly smile. 


John shook his head and smiled. 

| missed you, guys," he just said before opening his guitar case and getting his stuff ready. 

Strangely enough the jam session did go well. 

John looked to his left seeing Flea. Warmth filled John's chest, his eyes flickering over to Chad right behind 
them, then lastly Anthony, who was happily sitting by and listening to them play, which usually helped with the 
lyrical part of when they wrote songs. 

Even though John did in fact feel happy, there was another side he soon felt, when their jam session continued. 
He could have really fucked himself up. He could have, not been in the studio now. 

John briefly shook his head, snapping out of those thoughts. Not now at least. 

He was going to enjoy today for what it was, with his bandmates, his friends. 

Flea played a bit he came up with for an intro to a song. John went with his instincts to play along to it. 

With Anthony, Chad, and Flea, briefly glanced at each other. John was definitely back. 

Though this turned out well, the rest of the band did notice something was off a litle. They couldn't quite 
place it but it had to do with John's presence. Maybe they were all over-analysing everything but in between 


breaks, John wasn't as goofy as they remembered him being. 


John was far more soft spoken. He still made jokes, but nothing that was smart mouthed and cocky like he 


once Was. 


For everything he'd been through, it seemed to have really brought down that high strung terrier in him. 
What the rest of the band didn't know, was that this was the real John Someone who's calm, shy, and still 
goofy, but not pushing themselves to be something he's not. 


When they called it a day, Anthony used this as his opportunity to chat with John. Chad had already left, Flea 


was just out the door. 


"Today was great you know," Anthony said abruptly, as John was packing away his guitar. 

John nodded in agreement. 

I'm sure it'll go a lot better Thursday," John smiled 

‘It was great, hope you're not stressing are you?," Anthony asked curiously. 

John shook his head 

"l'm not, just have to get use to it again," he explained. 

"Well, take your time, John. We've kinda got all the time in the world," Anthony reassured him. 

He didn't want there to be pressure put on John, with his return meaning he had to push himself again. 
Anthony gave John a tight hug, as he was about to leave. 


John easily returned the hug. 
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A couple of weeks had passed. 


It was now almost feeling normal again for John to be in the studio. To meet and jam with the band every few 


days, and listen to what the others had been working on by themselves at home, and test it together. 
Everyone's feedback was welcome and John was enjoying himself. The studio was rented for the band 
exclusively, which meant that they could come and go as they pleased, and they could also come over on their 
own, or stay late if they wanted to. 

That day, John had happened to stay behind when the other guys had left. 

He wanted to work on some new riffs he had been playing in the afternoon. His guitar parts sounded good, and 
the band liked what he had come up with. However they didn't sound as good as what he had in his head. He 
knew he wouldn't be able to get some sleep before getting them exactly how he wanted them. 


He was alone and it was late, but he was happy, because he was doing what he loved. 


John didn't stay alone in the studio very long, though, because Chad walked in about one hour after the rest 
of the band had left. 


"Sudden nocturnal inspiration?,” John asked when he saw him coming in. 

"Nah, forgot my phone here," Chad smiled. 

Chad went behind his drum kit and picked up his phone. He looked at John who was back in his world already, 
playing these same riffs he had tried with them in the afternoon. The whole thing sounded pretty cool to Chad. 
John's playing seemed flawless. 

The drummer was wondering why John was going over these again and again 


"Why are you staying?," Chad asked. 


John glanced at the drummer, without interrupting his playing. 


"It doesn't sound yet like what it should. It will when I'm done," John explained 

Chad nodded. 

"You can work on that tomorrow as well," Chad reasoned. 

"| know," John said, although he obviously wanted to work on that tonight. 

The guy was a little strange. Well, of course he had always been strange. They were all strange in their own 
ways, but Chad thought that John was a different kind of strange now. He was getting a different vibe from 
him. 

"Can | ask you something?,” Chda asked. 

John lifted his head and smiled. 


"Course," John answered. 


"How is it? You know.. Now you've settled back into the studio routine and so on with us.. How do you feel?,” 


Chad asked. 

John finally stopped playing and looked at Chad. 

"How do | feel? .| feel alive," John said. 

"Alive? Well | guess alive is better than dead," Chad shrugged. 

"Pretty sure | could have been," John's voice was soft 

Chad did hear him, the way that John's dark eyes were suddenly downcast was certainly concerning, 
"You're not though," Chad smiled. 

John let out a small muffled laugh pass his lips, like Chad's tone was amusing to him, in some way. 


‘lm serious, you know. | don't think it would have happened, you've got too much to give to this world. Your 


body and mind know this," Chad said. 
John's eyes looked up at Chad. 


"Since when did you get so philosophical?,” John asked. 


"What? Just because | love chasing after pussy all the time doesn't mean | can't be wise. Besides, l'm older 


than you, remember?," Chad playfully teased. 

John was quiet for a moment. 

"You're right, | shouldn't make those assumptions," John sighed softly. 

"Course l'm right" 

Chad smiled. 

John pouted a little. "Don't get so cocky, being full of yourself has its ways coming back to you." He said. 
Chad leaned against the control panel in the studio. 

"Any other wise words you have for me?," Chad asked. 

| don't think we have all night to talk about me changing your ways," John bit back a small smile. 
Chad crossed his arms. 

‘| got all night," Chad smiled. 

That seemed to surprise John a litle. 

"You're not going to prowl tonight, to chase after pussy?," John teased. 

Chad shook his head. "Pretty comfortable right here,” he added with a smile. 

John was definitely confused by this, since Chad never really hung out with him before. 

Mostly he found Chad intimidating, if anything, since he was big and loud, quick-witted and stubborn. 
Right now, however, this was probably the calmest he'd ever seen him. 

‘Im a good listener," Chad winked at John 


"You're definitely full of surprises. I'm sorry | missed on all that before, when | was too stupid and busy 


fucking myself up selfishly." 
Chad nodded. 


"We were all younger and more stupid. | was drinking too much and didn't pay attention. You know, sometimes | 


think we should all have done something, to try to help you back then. We didn't and I've felt bad about it" 


"| wouldn't have listened. It was meant to happen. | don't mind. | had to get through it by myself. But thanks for 
saying that. It's.. Touching," John reassured him. 


The drummer rolled his eyes at John, thinking the younger guy was pulling his leg. 


"No, | mean it, Chad. | mean that l'm touched to hear you say those things. | never thought that.. You cared 


much for me," John explained. 


John pushed his hair out of his face. His warm brown eyes were smiling at Chad and the drummer felt 


something slightly tugging at his heart. 

What John had said earlier was true to some extent. He was big and loud and it was rare that he would be in 
this quieter mood, chatting openly with someone else and really listening and getting involved. He didn't know 
why, but John's new attitude and zen persona seemed to resonate with him much more than John's old goofy 
self. Maybe Chad was getting old or maybe people were right when they were saying opposites attract. Of 


course, Chad was thinking about that in a pure friendly manner. He could see John and himself become good 
friends, closer than before. 


"| care about everyone in the band. We're a family and you're the youngest, so | need to be more careful with 


you." 


"You don't. I'm strong, Chad. | didn't know how much, but now | know." 
"Still. Anyway, if all this didn't break you... Its good." 


"Yeah, it was a big learning, metaphorically but practically too. | took up yoga when | got clean and now l'm 


doing stuff you wouldn't believe. The human body is very flexible and very hard to break. It's amazing." 


Chad wasn't sure what to say. He wouldn't have pictured John as the type to do yoga, but yes maybe this 
new John was into that kind of things. 


"Yoga, huh?" 
"It makes me feel so good, you have no idea how good it feels to be in complete control of your body.’ 
Chad eyed John a little. It honestly felt like he was pulling his leg or something. 


Then again, Chad should be happy for him that if stretching like a cat all day helped, like some type of placebo 
effect. He should really leave John be. 


Somehow in all of this Chad managed to keep a sly perverted comment to himself, mostly wanting to ask if 


John could self service. He didn't ask, however, which was a first. 
"Whatever works for you, | suppose," Chad said. 
"You should try it," John suggested. 


Chad chuckled under his breath, "I don't think so, have you seen me? l'm a bit too big to do something like 
that, pretty sure I'd break my spine." 


John figured Chad was possibly right in someway, maybe not doing the complicated stuff. 
| could show you some easy stuff, could help with your back," John offered. 


Chad grunted under his breath. Mostly it was those damn bright puppy eyes John kept giving him that made 


him give in. 
All it was was more complicated stretching right? 
"Like what?" Chad sighed, finally relenting. 


John happily set aside his guitar and sat on the ground, then gesturing with his hand for Chad to join him on 
the floor. 


Chad was reluctant, but seeing how excited John looked... 
Damn it dll. 

Chad sat down on the floor in front of John. 

"Cross your legs," John said. 

Chad did so. 

"And you're already doing your first pose," John smiled. 
"l'm just sitting." Chad said. 

He didn't understand. 


‘Its one of the basic poses. | told you | would teach you easy ones, it's nothing too complicated, you know," 
John explained. "Here I'll teach you another,” John added, then showing Chad a few more simple poses. 


Chad could have sworn he heard his back crack when John made him lie on his stomach, with his front arched 


forward. 


"This really helps you?," Chad asked, only able to hold the pose for a minute, before collapsing on the carpet 
with a huff. 


"Course, it takes practice, it probably helps that l'm celibate too," John explained, then doing some other poses 
for fun, which consisted of putting his legs behind his head. 


Chad looked up. "Celibate?..," he trailed off, mostly distracted at well.. How flexible John was. 


It keeps me focused. You know, sex it can be distracting, I'm much more productive when | don't have lust 
blinding me," John reasoned. 


The next pose he did was lying on his back, his lower half bending towards his front practically reaching his 


face. 

‘Well that answers the self service question. Chad thought to himself. 
"How long?...” Chad asked, his face was slightly flush. 

"How long what?,” John looked over. 

"Being celibate..." 

"Oh... Hmm... I'd say maybe close to a year give or take," John shrugged. 
"A YEAR?," Chad was wide eyed. 


There'd be no way in hell he could last a year without fucking. What would be the point of life? Sure there was 
booze, but damn, sex was just the best part of life. 


John laughed a little. 
"What?," he asked innocently. 
"| mean.. Do you still jack off, | hope?," Chad asked. 


It might have been a personal question for some, but considering how much well.. Fun John was having tonight 


he let the question slide by and answered it. 
"Like | said, yoga does wonders," John said cryptically. 


Chad turned bright red in the face, as John lifted his lower half even closer to his face. 


Chad swallowed thickly, it didn't take much to make his imagination run wild. For a pervert like him, he could 


easily imagine it enough. 


Chad cleared his throat. "Huh." He itched the scruff on his chin and stood up, leaving John to carefully unfold 


himself into a normal human form again. 


Why did his mind even have to go there? Chad vaguely remembered that time he was going out with a Lakers 
cheerleader. She was pretty agile but what John showed him just a minute ago was a whole new level of 


flexible. 


John was back on his feet too now, slowly rolling his shoulders and neck and stretching his arms back into 
place, probably. Chad turned away and went to fumble in the studio fridge to look for something ice cold to 
cool off his mind a bit. 


"Just simple stretching is good too. I'm sure it'd do wonders for your lower back, since you're sitting all the 


time when you play." 


John was right behind the drummer and in order to illustrate his point, he put his hands on the small of 
Chad's back, gently pressing his thumbs into the middle, just above the waist of his jeans. 


Chad almost let his beer bottle fall. He gasped silently, too happy that John couldn't see his face at this 
moment. John's touch was casual and he didn't mean anything, right? But shit, the kid's hands and touch had 
just sent way too much blood flowing down there. Thank god he was wearing a longer shirt and John wouldn't 


notice anything. 


‘lm not that old, John. My back is fine," Chad replied while moving away from the guitarist and leaving some 


safe distance between them. 
"| didn't say you're old, but it's never too early to take care of yourself." 
John sat back on his chair and picked up his guitar again. 


| have some other riffs | was playing with earlier, before you walked in. | didn't play it to the others yet. Do 
you mind listening to them and telling me what you think?" 


Chad was relieved that the conversation subject changed to something else. 


"Go ahead" 
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It was a few days later, after they had had a small break from practice. 
Personally Chad enjoyed this time away from the band, mostly it helped him getting his head straight a bit. 
Chad was the last to arrive to practice for that day. He sighed softly when he made it into the practice space. 


John and Flea were already practicing, and jamming, while Anthony was sitting on the sofa in the room working 


on lyrics. 

They shared their hello's, with Chad sitting behind his kit. 

Chad's eyes mostly avoided John, however. 

Practice seemed to go well so far but Chad felt as though he was being watched. His eyes happened to flicker 
up. John was staring right at him and gave him a smile. It was warm. The little wrinkles around his eyes 
scrunched up. 


Chad could have sworn he felt his heart skip a beat. 


Instinctively, Chad returned the smile, which in turn made John smile more, then turning away to go back to 


playing guitar. 
Chad let out a shallow breath. 
What the fuck was going on? 


Honestly, he felt like some schoolgirl getting flustered over some boy. He might've been reading too far into 
this. 


Chad's eyes focused on John's backside while hitting his snare. 


John was dressed sort of fancy today. He was actually wearing a suit. It wasn't anything too dressy but if 


anything, it made him look like some music teacher in college. 


This being the new John, he liked wearing whatever he wanted whenever he wanted. Sometimes he'd look like a 


hobo, and sometimes he'd look like he had put more time into his appearance. 
John paused in the middle of practice to take off his brown blazer since he was getting a little warm. 


Chad's thoughts trailed off. The suit really looked good on John.. He could easily imagine loosening that tie 


around John's neck, and using it to.. 
Wait.. 


Chad swallowed thickly. Why was he having perverted thoughts right now? Jesus, he knew he was a perv, but 


at practice time, really? 


‘Damn it, Chadwick, get it together, at least save the perv thoughts for when you get home,' Chad mentally 
chastised himself. 


No one really seemed to notice the internal dilemma Chad was having. Anthony happened to look up while 
writing however. He noticed Chad staring, then his eyes guiltily shying away, looking at some space on the wall 


Anthony didn't think too much of it, as his eyes looked down at his notepad again. 


A few songs further in the afternoon and John had rolled up his shirt sleeves and loosened his tie, undoing also 
a couple of buttons of his shirt. There was really nothing so special to look at but Chad's gaze couldn't leave 
John. 


He hadn't even realized he had gone back to staring at the guitarist while they were all playing. 


John's left sleeve was rolled up higher than the right one. John hadn't shaved since a few days and Chad was 
gawking at John's scruffy lower jaw and chin and then his Adam's apple, where there was still a bit of a 
three-day old stubble, and then the smooth part of his throat prolonged through that small opening in his 
shirt with the first two buttons undone. 


Right that moment, Chad would have liked nothing more than let his fingers gently slide across John's cheek 
and follow that scruffy short beard trail till they'd reach the soft hairless skin of his throat and felt the little 
bumps of his collarbones. Chad would have continued and unbuttoned the rest of John's shirt in order to let 
his fingers slide further down and.. 


Chad's daydreaming came to an abrupt end when he saw that John had stopped playing and turned around in 
his direction. The drummer hadn't heard that Flea had stopped already and so had Anthony, who had otherwise 


been half-humming and half-singing the new lyrics he was testing for one of their new songs. 


They were all looking at him a little confused. That's when Chad noticed he had been repeatedly hitting the 
metallic rim one of his toms and he must have been completely out of sync with the song anyway since a 


while. 


"What are you doing, Chad?," Anthony asked 
'Huh.. Sorry. | got... distracted" 

That was the best Chad could come up with and he didn't manage to say that without blushing a little 

Flea was laughing and looked at John who just shrugged and started back where he had left, unfazed by the 
whole thing. Anthony was the only one wondering whether there was actually something wrong with his 


drummer today. He had never seen Chad in such an absent-minded and dreamy mood. It was not his style. 


Chad cursed himself. Shit, this was worse than he thought. He had to get a grip and fast before anyone 
noticed anything. 


"Maybe we should take a five minute break?," Flea ventured. 

"Yes, sure," Anthony replied after he glanced at his watch and saw the time. 

"Good idea," Chad said. "I'll be outside." 

Anthony was surprised to see how fast the drummer rushed out of the room, but not before grabbing his 
cigarettes. John and Flea had put their instrument down already and were chatting and Anthony decided to go 


out and see what was going on with Chad. 


There was a little private backyard behind the studio. That's where Anthony knew he would find Chad. The 


drummer was leaning against the brick wall in the shade with his eyes closed. 


"Anything bothering you?," Anthony asked. 


Chad seemed a bit startled, his eyes looking over Anthony. 
Chad cleared his throat. "Ah, mh.. Yeah, fine," he reassured, 

Anthony wasn't buying it for one second, 

Chad was busy lighting up his cigarette. Anything would help to take the edge off 


"You know, if there's something troubling you, you can tell me," Anthony said, as he leaned against the wall 


beside Chad. 


‘Yeah, I'm having fantasies about our guitar player like some damn perv, Chad mentally thought to himself, as 


he took another drag. 


‘I've been having trouble sleeping lately, think | need to cut back on the caffeine or something. Don't really think 


neurotic behavior suits me, does it?," Chad made up. 

Anthony blinked, he slightly bought the lie that Chad told him. 

"Maybe you should try tea or something, | always keep a few in my bag," Anthony offered. 
"Alright, sure," Chad agreed. 


Anthony looked a bit happy to say the least, if someone wanted to change things in their life for something a 
bit more healthy, just like John had done. He'd definitely be on it like white on rice. 


Chad let out a heavy sigh of relief when Anthony left him alone. 
At least now he could gather his bearings and.. 


John had stepped out into the backyard. He took a nice deep breath, and stretched a little under the bright 


California sun 


Chad was still smoking and leaning against the wall. Of course, his eyes looked at John who didn't seem to notice 


him yet. 
Eventually, John's eyes did flicker over to the wall when he smelled smoke. 
Chad froze briefly with John walking over to him. 


Great. Now Chad would have to small talk with John. He could barely look the man in the face for crying out 


loud, and.. 
"Hello? Earth to Chad?," John bit back a small smile. 

Chad snapped out of it, looking at John 

"Huh?," Chad acted oblivious. 

"| asked you if | can bum a cigarette off of you," John pouted a little, since he didn't like to be ignored 
Chad quickly shuffled his hand through his pocket, offering John one, then holding out his lighter as well 
John leaned forward into the flame. 


Even in the daylight, there was a light glow that briefly haloed John's face when he was near the flame. 


"Thanks," John said, after taking a small drag. 

"Ah... Welcome," Chad cleared his throat: 

He caught himself thankfully when he realized he was staring again 

"Sooo... Smoking isn't that healthy, you know..." Chad made conversation 

John chuckled under his breath, with some smoke slipping out his mouth. 

"We all have our vices," John answered simply. 

Vices. You know Id love to use that tie around your neck and. 

Chad started another fantasy in his head but he stopped it, just in case he'd have blurted something out. 
"Smoke break's over," Flea poked his head out the door. 


Chad didn't need to be told twice. He moved like a bolt of lightning back inside. John was slightly confused, but 
headed back inside after finishing his cigarette. 


This resumed like everything was normal, well a little normal. 


Chad's playing was focused again, since he really didn't need strange looks from his bandmates again. Also Chad 


was grateful that he was behind everyone, and not out at the front like the other three. 


Anthony spouted some lyrics as John and Flea played their instruments unplugged, only so Anthony could hear 
his lyrics and for the rest of the band as well, to understand the vibe the singer was trying to give. 


At least now Chad could relax a little and... 


Chad looked up, noticing John staring at him again. It was short and brief, but John gave him that smile which 
went to Chad's heart everytime. Then John's focus was back to Anthony and Flea. 


They had rehearsed for another two hours and Anthony stepped out of the jamming to tidy up his lyrics and 
his words, trying to adjust the verses to the music rhythm. 


He was looking at the guys playing together and at the chemistry they had started to recreate. He loved how 
everything started to develop and grow again. He loved to see that John had apparently found his place in the 
band again, regardless of the fact that John behaved a little differently now. 


Flea was playful as usual, Chad seemed to have found back his focus later that day, even if he was also looking 


a lot at John. 


That was also different. Anthony didn't recall that John and Chad had been that close or friendly with each 
other before. Sure, they were getting along, but there was not really anything more. 


Chad glanced a few more time at John and whenever John was emerging from his little magic musical world, 


he would glance back and smile at Chad who'd suddenly look away and hit the drums a tad harder. 


Anthony thought he imagined it at first but he picked up on that same little routine a few times. There was 


no mistake there. It was intentional 

At the end of the rehearsal, Flea proposed to go for some drinks. John and him left together, leaving Anthony 
and Chad alone. They had promised fo find a perfect spot for the evening and they'd text the other two so 
they could join them. Anthony would have gladly left right away and tagged along but he thought he had to 
talk to Chad first, in private. He hated to have to play the grown-up but sometimes it was necessary. 
"Chad, my friend.. Can we talk?" 

The drummer looked at Anthony, puzzled by the singer's approach. 

"About?" 

"Something that | hope Im wrong about" 

"You lost me already: 

‘Leave the kid alone, please," Anthony said 

"Not sure what you're saying there," Chad frowned and feigned ignorance, although he felt his stomach knot 
How dd Anthony know? 

"| love you, Chad, you're the greatest but shit, keep it in your pants. Not John. Ok?" 


"l. Anthony, | don't know what... 


"Don't take me for a fool. | see how you've been looking at him today. The whole time. Am not sure when it 


started but.. Don't go there. He's not Dave. John's fragile." 


Chad quickly tried to think about something to say. Would denying more firmly actually make him sound guilty 
of what Anthony (rightly) suspected? Would shutting up be a tacit acknowledgement that Anthony was right? 


God, this was bad either way. Had he been so obvious? Did John notice anything? It was bad if Anthony had 


guessed but it would be worse if John had noticed something. 
"| don't know what you think you saw. John's just very friendly and we get along fine." 
That sounded good and not too desperate, right? 


"Good, then keep it that way, friendly.” 


Less than a moment later Anthony received a text from Flea, about finding some bar. 

"Well, come on, guess they found a place," Anthony smiled 

As much as Chad loved drinking, and boy did he ever, he graciously declined the offer to go out with them 
"If its about what | said., Anthony started off, with Chad stopping him 

"Hts not" Chad lied. ‘I really should get some sleep, you know?" 

"That's not like you," Anthony said 


"Don't take it so seriously alright, | think a human can decide to turn in early for the night, every once in a 


while," Chad chuckled softly. 


"Well... Okay." Anthony pouted a little, feeling just a tad guilty that he might have had something to do with 
this. 


At the bar across town, it was a quiet little place. 


John and Flea were sitting out on the patio, sharing a bottle of wine as they were waiting for their other two 


bandmates. John let out a wistful sigh. 

"Something troubling you?," Flea asked, as he poured them each a glass. 
"Why do you ask that?," John asked, graciously accepting the glass of wine. 
"Because it looks like you have something on your mind," Flea said knowingly. 
John chuckled under his breath. 


| always have something I'm thinking about, so | wouldn't even know where to start. Which it's not even that 


interesting either," he shrugged, then taking a sip from his glass. 


"Try me," Flea smiled. 


John was reluctant. This was a public space, not a lot of people were around but just enough that John would 


feel slightly uncomfortable doing so. 
"Not really the place," John said. 


Flea didn't push it, as much as he would love to know what was going on in John's head. He didn't want to pry, 


which in turn could push John away. 

"Another time, | guess," Flea took a small sip from his glass. 

He was never a drinker, so half a glass of wine would probably end up being the most he would drink 
After awhile of John and Flea chatting about music or other frivolous things, Anthony came around 
"Sorry it took a while, late night traffic," Anthony smiled, then taking a seat at the table. 

"Chad running late too?," Flea asked 


"He decided to head home. He's been having trouble sleeping, gave him some ginseng tea, maybe that might help 
him," Anthony explained. 


"You know, some people believe ginseng is actually an aphrodisiac, so.. Maybe not the best stuff for him to 


sleep better," John commented. 

Anthony gave John a deadpan look OF course, he didn't know that. Just what Chad didn't need.. 

"Shit. 

"Its ok, next time give him chamomile. That's a safer option," John added. 

"Well.. Anyway, it's just the three of us for tonight. Cheers,” Anthony raised his glass. 

John looked disappointed at that mention, his eyes looking shyly away while Flea caught John's faltering 
expression. 


The conversations still continued but John didn't stay very long. He gave the same excuse as Chad did of 
wanting to turn in for the night. 


Flea watched as John left and called a cab. 
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The following day, John decided to come earlier to the studio. It was only noon and they were supposed to meet 
at 2 o'clock to start rehearsing. That would leave him two hours to work on some new things he had thought 
about. He had also recorded a couple of songs by himself at home and wanted to use the studio equipment to 
edit them. It was a bit of a luxury to have all this equipment available and since he could use it, why not take 


advantage? 


John was surprised when he walked in and saw Chad already there, sitting on the sofa and reading a magazine. 


The surprise effect was mutual and Chad had an undecipherable look on his face when he saw John walking in 
"We missed you last night," John simply said. 

"| didn't feel like going out. | was tired." 

Chad tried to act casual but it was not easy. Why the hell did John come over early? He himself was early 
here only because he happened to be in the neighborhood late this morning and it made no sense to drive 
home and then back here. He had grabbed a quick and early lunch on the way and decided he'd wait at the 
studio, peacefully. 

And now John was here, looking like a teenage skater today, cleanly shaven, with messy hair and his long sleeve 
and short sleeve t-shirts layers, his old ripped jeans and bright green beaten up sneakers. He looked 21 at best 
like this, Chad thought. And Chad liked young pretty boys.. 

No. Not going there again today. 

"Yes, that's what Anthony said. So you're having trouble sleeping?," John asked. 

To be honest, Chad slept fairly well last night after a good jerk off session followed by a steaming hot shower. 
"Anyone keeping you up at night?," John teased after he got no reply from the drummer. 

If John only knew.. 


"No, not at the moment," Chad answered. 


"Then you have something on your mind?" 


"No, it's just.. No reason, really. l'm too excited about all of us working together again, | guess. | come back 
from the studio and think about the music and new ideas.. It's all good" 


"I have sleepless nights sometimes too," John said as he sat right next to Chad on the couch. 

"You're the creative type who doesn't sleep much, that's normal." 

"No, it's something else. You know, | sit on the patio at the back of the house at night and | look up at the sky. 
| start counting the stars, and | lose track after a few hundreds so | start counting again and... | know people 
don't care about how many stars there are but.. Sometimes, | wish there'd be someone else that cares and 


that helps me counting." 


Chad was listening and wasn't sure what John meant. Apparently, counting stars wasn't like counting sheep. It 
wouldn't put you to sleep. Or perhaps he just meant he felt lonely sometimes. 


"Ok, so.. You mean that you haven't found someone and since you're celibate it's not easy or..2" 
Oh, shit. Why did Chad have to bring up that subject again himself? 
John ran a hand in his hair and looked at the ceiling. 


"Its not about that. | can have sex whenever | want. Its not a goal in itself. It just felt like the right thing to 


do... Till now." 

Great, now John was confiding more in him and reminding him he could have sex. And why did John seem to 
have no notion of personal space and have to come and sit so close to him? It was a giant three seats sofa 
but John was right there next to him, his knee touching Chad's thigh and his face pretty close too. 

If Chad didn't know better, he'd think that John was flirting with him. But no, John was just being relaxed and 
Anthony might anyway try to kill him if he tried anything beyond friendly with the guitarist. 


Chad thought about it more when an idea came to his mind. 
Yeah, friendly... 
Anthony didn't say he couldn't be friends with John, and that's all it was, right? 


Chad let out shallow sigh, he thought about it. 


Maybe one reason he had fantasies about John was because he was something different, especially now. This 


John was someone his own pace. Maybe that's what they needed for Chad and John 


John shifted a little awkwardly on the sofa, since there was a long silence between them, while Chad was 


thinking. 

"What else do you besides counting stars?," Chad asked. 

John lifted his head, possibly surprised at Chad's abrupt question. 
"What do you mean?," John questioned back. 


"You count the stars because you want too, right? What else do you do that you wish you didn't have to do 
alone?," Chad asked, explaining it a bit better. 


John thought about it, his mouth opened possibly about to say something, but then closed deciding against it. 
"Just that," John lied, his dark eyes flickering away. 

Chad didn't believe him for one second. 

"You know I'd like to have someone, to go cross country with with on my Harley. I've never had the time too, it 
seems like fun, you know, just passing through all these little towns. Seeing the world's largest yarn ball, or 
riding a quad on the sleepy bear dunes," Chad said. 


John lifted his head again. 


‘| wanna go to Muir woods, and just lie down on the dirt and gravel ground, and stare up at the sky till it 


turns dark," John said. 
‘| wanna be Mayor of Hell Michigan for a day, and write any law | want," Chad said in response to John. 
John gave a small smile. 


"Well, | want to make my own guitar, from scratch. You know, carving the wood, and soldering the electronics 


myself" 
John smiled more, since he was having fun listing things he wanted to do. 

"Can you make me one too?," Chad asked 

"Ht might turn out like crap though..." John bit a small chuckle under his breath. 


"That's why you'd make the first one for yourself, but your second one would be better, right?," Chad teased. 


John pouted a little. 
"Okay, fine," he smiled again. 


It may have seemed like a frivolous conversation, but John was enjoying himself, and from what it seemed like, 
so was Chad. 


John's eyes shyly flickered away. If Chad didn't know any better, he might have noticed John was leaning a little 


closer beside him. 


"You never said why you came here early," Chad said, his hand under his chin, with his elbow resting on the 


arm of the sofa, he was staring at John 
"| recorded some stuff last night, | wanted to edit them a little," John admitted 

"Can | hear if?," Chad asked. 

"Yeah," John nodded 

He didn't hesitate as he got up from the sofa to grab his bag that had the rolls of tape in it 

John put one of the rolls on, then calling Chad over to the control panel. John played the song, It was just an 
instrumental. Chad listened to it. He actually liked it a lot. Also, he could assume that this might be part of 
John's solo stuff, if he wanted to edit them privately, 

Chad was towering over John a little, then leaning down, as the tape rolled back to play again 

"| like this one a lot," Chad said, his hot breath hitting against John's ear. 

John flushed a little, the light vibration of Chad's deep voice against his ear made his heart beat fast suddenly. 
After it played a second time, John turned his head to look at Chad 

"Want to hear another one?," John asked, as a small smile bashfully spread across his face. 

"I'd love too," Chad returned the smile. 

There was something in John's chest that tightened a little. It was a good feeling, 


"Okay..." John slipped out of the chair in order to change the tape. 


Right on time, Flea showed up first, he was quiet as he made his way inside. He heard music, he heard 
laughter. It made him curious as he hung up his jacket. 


John was sitting at the control panel still, Chad was leaning against the panel right beside John. 
Both of them were laughing, John's face was a bright pink color, his hand shyly covering his mouth. 


"See, | told you it would make you laugh. Have you heard the one about the nurse and the catheter?," Chad 
asked. 


"Please, nol," John shook his head, holding back plenty of laughter. 
"What? Come on, thats my favorite one~," Chad smiled, enjoying telling John some dirty jokes he knew. 


Flea was idly standing by. There was something about seeing the two of them having a good time together that 
really warmed his heart, as cheesy as it sounded. 


Flea didn't want to interrupt but at the same time, he wanted to join the fun 

"What did the old guy say to make you laugh like that?” 

Chad and John turned when they heard Flea's voice. 

"My usual best of dirty but otherwise lame jokes," Chad replied 

"Anthony just texted me saying he's running late, he should be here in half an hour.” 
"Kl take my cigarette break now then" 

Chad walked out and left John with Flea. 

"You're in a good mood today," the bassist said 

"Sure, why not?" 

‘Last night, you left early and you looked a bit down" 

"| was disappointed that Chad didn't come along 

"Oh... Ok" 

"Chad's cool," John said casually as he gathered his tapes and put them back in a bag. 


"You say that like you've just met him" 


"It kinda feels like this, you know? Like | never really knew him. | was too self-absorbed and too high to 
appreciate him before." 


Flea followed John back in the rehearsal space. 

"You appreciate him?" 

"Yes." 

John blushed a little when he saw Flea's look and scrunched-up brows. 
"What?," John asked. 

"Nothing." 


Flea didn't want to say anything more. He had always been close to John but this new John was a little harder 


to read 

"I think Chad likes me," John told Flea 

The bassist's eyes opened a little wider. 

‘OF course he likes you. | like you, you like me. Chad likes me, | like Anthony.. We all like each other." 


John chuckled. It was sometimes hard to have a serious conversation with Flea, but that was also one of the 


main things he liked about Flea in the first place. 

"I think he likes me more than how you like Anthony," John added. 

What could Flea answer to that? 

‘| like Anthony a lot" 

"Yeah, me too," John confirmed. "But do you think its possible that Chad likes me.. More?" 

Flea put his arm around John's shoulder. 

"Would you want that?" 

The guitarist didn't reply. He simply smiled at Flea and wondered whether he knew what he wanted actually. 


Practice finally started when Anthony arrived. Everyone seemed to be in a good mood he'd noticed, which 


probably was a good thing. 


They actually did a little bit of recording today as well. 

In-between takes, John probably took a few more glances at Chad than he should have. Chad smiled back at 
him and their glances didn't seemed as shy as before. Anthony however did notice this. He wondered if Chad 
had actually listened to him. 


Then again,could he really say anything? Wouldn't he need to have a proof that Chad was actually trying to 
hook up with John? 


He kept a very close eye on them during the rest of the afternoon 

Maybe if worse came to worse, Anthony might have to warn John, but that was the worst case scenario 
Anthony stayed tight lipped, as their recording continued for today. 

In-between breaks John and Chad chatted. 


Okay, something definitely was going on, Anthony thought to himself again. Just seeing how bright eyed and 
animatedly John was talking to Chad. 


In a weird way, it reminded Anthony of some jock talking to a cheerleader, cool level-headed and flirty. The 


small laughs from John really reinforced this mental image in Anthony's head. 

Later in the day, there was an extended break, which Chad used to take a cigarette break Anthony was about 
to stalk after him, but he was stopped by the producer in the room. Instead, Flea went out to the patio to 
venture after Chad. Flea looked around and saw Chad leaning at his usual place against the wall. 

"Nice day, isn't it?," Flea said. 

Chad was in mid drag. 

"Mh, yeah," Chad shrugged. 

"So how're things?," Flea asked. 

"Fine, the usual," Chad didn't mind the small talk 

"You sure?," Flea leaned against the wall beside Chad. 


Chad flicked his cigarette ashes to the side. 


Chad sighed heavily. "What have you heard?," he questioned. 


It was obvious that Flea knew something but he was trying to act all cute and oblivious to try and get 


answers out of Chad 
"Nothing, | was just curious, is all, you know.. | mean.. Love life good?," Flea asked 
Chad narrowed his eyes on Flea 

"Now why would you be wondering about that so suddenly?," Chad questioned back 


An innocent shrug from Flea. "We haven't talked much lately. You've been talking a lot to John though, | 


noticed" 

Chad blushed a little. Oh god, was it that obvious? 

"Mh..." Chad grunted out as a response. 

"He's a good kid," Flea said. 

"Mh..." 

"I think it's good you're giving him attention, pretty sure he likes it," Flea said knowingly. 
Chad looked over at Flea Oh, that little Aussie knew something... 

"You don't say, he told you this or something?," Chad asked. 

"| noticed this is all, its cute," Flea smiled. 

Chad blushed a little. 


Is not what you think. He's a good kid, | just feel like | should get to know him and stuff, you know? Instead of 


before, when he quit.. | could have never had that chance," he explained. 

On the one hand, that was a believable answer to give. On the other hand, though.. 
"You should try hanging out with him," Flea suggested. 

"| dunno..." Chad shook his head. 

Mostly thinking this was a bad idea, on account of Anthony. 


"I think you two would have fun together," Flea encouraged. 


Chad grumbled out a sigh. 
Flea, you Iittle instigator: 


The band wrapped up the day with another few pieces of recording. As they were on their way out and John 


was calling for a car, Chad walked up to him and proposed to drive him home. 
John's face lit up. He agreed and put his things in Chad's car. Anthony watched Flea, who had a big silly grin on 
his face, waving goodbye at his two bandmates as they took off. The singer sighed and just hoped that Chad 


remembered their little chat of a few days ago as he walked to his own car. 


Chad hadn't been in John's new house yet so when the guitarist invited him, he couldn't say no. He was curious 


to look inside and see in what kind of place John lived in. 

Chad didn't know what to expect but once he stepped in, he felt like this was John's kind of place. 

It was hard to put a style on the interior look. It was not too furnished, yt it felt very homely and cozy. The 
living area had a very large sectional sofa, and there were thick carpets covering the floor. There were a few 
frames, and pictures hanging on the walls. A couple of bookcases packed with books, magazines, cds, and other 
decorative objects. There were tall windows that must be letting a lot of light in during day time. At this hour, 
however, the sun had just set. 

John turned on a few table lamps to light up the room. 

Is a nice place you have," Chad commented. 

"| like it. You want something to drink?" 

"A beer?" 

"Don't have any. | have wine," John replied. 

"Ok, then wine it is." 

Chad sat on the couch, he looked at the nice view from the windows towards the back of the living room. 
There was a swimming pool, nice big plants and trees around. There were lights in the garden too, so you could 


see the nice set-up outside even as it got dark 


John brought back two small glasses, which were not wine glasses, but who cared. He poured Chad a glass and 


then one for himself. 


"Thanks for driving me back," John said. 


"You're welcome. So | guess this is where you spend all your time getting inspired, and writing music?" 


"Yes, | have another room where | put my home studio, guitars, and amps. All that kind of stuff, but | write a 
lot in the bedroom actually." 


"When you don't sleep?," Chad smiled. 


"Yeah, or.. During the day too. | like the bedroom and the bed is oriented towards the west. Its good for 
creativity." 


Chad nodded, although he had no idea about feng shui and all this crap. He would certainly not contradict John 
if he thought that his bed location was why he was being creative. 


John kicked off his shoes, and sat on the sofa with his feet under him. He was looking intently at Chad, his 
head resting on his hand like it weighed a ton 


"When did you move in?," Chad asked to break the silence, and John's stare. 


"Six months ago or so. | had not much in terms of furniture when | moved in. Just the guitars and the studio 


gear." 
John's gaze didn't move away from Chad as he talked. 


"Are you hungry?,” John asked. 


Considering the last time Chad ate was this morning, food seemed like a great idea. 

"| could definitely eat, yeah," Chad smiled. 

The corner of John's mouth twitched into a small smile. 

Strangely Chad could have sworn it reminded him of something, he just couldn't place what. 
"| mostly stick to vegetarian diet, if that's alright," John explained. 

‘Im fine with rabbit food, don't worry," Chad reassured. 

Sure, Chad was more of a red meat eater, but it wouldn't hurt to eat healthy for a night. 


"You'll like it," John smiled, briefly letting his hand touch the top of Chad's hand. 


Chad was only slightly surprised by the touch, he almost would have missed it if he blinked. 
John knocked back the rest of his wine, and walked towards the kitchen you could see from the living room. 


"You know, you don't have to sit all the way over there," John suggested, his hand lightly tapping on the 


counter, where there were a few seats. 
Chad got the hint. He got up from the sofa to join John in the kitchen. 


"So when did you learn to cook?," Chad asked, since as far as he could remember, he didn't think John knew 


how. 


"Always knew, but over the years | did learn quite a lot while changing my lifestyle all for the better, of 


course," John smiled. 

Chad poured John and himself more wine, as he sat at the counter. 

"Grazie," John lightly clinked his glass with Chad's. 

Now came the fun part. John rolled up his sleeves and started to cook dinner for them. 


"Think you'd make a cute chef," Chad complimented, mostly since John's movements in the kitchen were 


meticulous. 


"| don't think | could handle the pressure of a fast paced kitchen," John shook his head. "But thank you," he said 


as he accepted the compliment. 

"What's that?,” Chad asked curiously, watching as John poured something into a pot with water. 
"Quinoa," John answered 

Chad looked confused. He had never heard of such a thing. 

‘What's quinoa?," Chad then asked. 

John chuckled under his breath. 


"Don't ask, since if | tell you a lot of what these things are, it might change how you think of them before you 
try them," John explained. 


Chad pouted a little. Well, if he was eating rabbit food, he would have liked to know what kind it was. He sighed 


but let it go, mostly on account of how cute John looked moving around the kitchen. 


More wine was poured, and the casual chatting continued while John was cooking. 

It didn't seem to take long till John was finally finished. 

John set a plate neatly in front of Chad. 

"Kale and mushroom quinoa, with romesco," John smiled, as he looked a bit proud of his dish. 
There was a lot of green in there.. 


John was watching Chad like a hawk. Obviously now Chad felt a little nervous. Suddenly he felt like he was 
under a lot of pressure eating this rabbit food. 


Well, it smelled good, and looked pretty good too. 


Chad took a first bite. The texture was well.. Different, not what he was used too. The flavor helped it along 
thankfully. 


"I think I'd be able to eat rabbit food more often, if you're the one cooking it. This is really good," Chad 


complimented. 
John was practically beaming. 


"Here, let me get another wine, one that goes a lot better with this," John suggested, getting a light white one 
for them to drink while enjoying their meal. 
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Once they were done with their dinner, Chad helped John put the plates away in the sink. They grabbed their 
glasses to go, and finish their wine in the living room. Chad turned around and bumped into John, pouring the 
whole content of his wine glass on the guitarists t-shirt. 

"Shit!" 

John laughed at Chad's embarrassed face. 

It's ok, it's nothing. There's more wine in the bottle," John reassured him. 

"Yes, and there's plenty of it on your shirts too now." 


"Big deal. I'll wash them." 


John put his own glass on the kitchen island countertop and took off his t-shirts in front of Chad, using them 


to wipe off the floor in front of him where some wine had spilled as well. 


Sure, the drummer had seen John shirtless before - shirtless was almost their stage uniform - but Chad 


hadn't seen John shirtless since he had come back in the band and was clean. 


He had heard about what John had gone through during his rehab process and the medical procedures he had 
done. He hadn't seen with his own eyes the pitiful state which John had reached but it was clear from the 
marks he could now see on John's arms that the damages he had done to himself physically with the drug 
abuse had been pretty extensive. The skin grafts had healed well but you could obviously not miss them. 


When John stood up again and put his t-shirts turned mops on the counter, Chad couldn't take his eyes off 


John's arms. It was even more apparent where John had tattoos and where his skin scars mingled with the ink 


Chad's fingers brushed over John's forearm. He didn't mean to but still his fingers trailed over the repaired 
areas, all the way up to the octopus tattoo on John's biceps. 


John stirred a little. That's when Chad realized what he was doing and that one of his hands was on John's 


upper arm. 


"Damn, John. | didn't think it was that bad. l.. Shit, and | don't know what | was thinking, touching you like this. 
Sorry." 


Staring at someone's else scars and touching them was not polite, was it? Yet, John didn't seem to mind and he 
didn't say anything. At the moment Chad took his hand away, John stepped closer to the drummer. He leaned 
on Chad, his smaller body tucking itself against his bandmate. 


Chad froze on the spot. 
What was happening? 


John turned his face a little, rubbing his cheek against Chad's shoulder like a cat looking for attention. Chad 
looked down and his eyes locked with John's. The guitarist tilted his head up and his mouth brushed over 
Chad's lips. It took a few seconds for the drummer to register that John was kissing him. Slowly but surely, 


John's lips were moving and eventually Chad's lips responded and started to move of their own accord. 


The drummer's hands snaked around John's waist and pulled him closer. John smiled against Chad's mouth 


before resuming the kiss. 

Out of the blue, though, Chad's brain woke up. Why on earth was he kissing John? What part of ‘keep it 
friendly’ had he not understood? He could almost hear Anthony's voice in his head. 

Chad broke the kiss and looked down at John's warm brown eyes and smiling face. Damn, he looked handsome 


like that, too hot for his own good.. But Chad somehow knew he wasn't supposed to be here and do that. He 


had to go now before it went too far. 

John touched Chad's chest, fingers curling into the soft material of his shirt. If Chad didn't stop him, John 
would be dragging him right to the bedroom. Then, there really wouldn't be any way Chad could stop.. 
Chad kept John in his place, obvious guilt was written all over his face. 

"Wait a second," Chad said and cleared his throat, trying to keep a level head 


John looked up at Chad curiously. He wondered what was wrong. He thought maybe he went too fast.. Too fast 
- that actually seemed a bit like a joke, John thought. Chad was a sex hound, no way he was.. 


"| think | should go," Chad said. 
John blinked. Did he mishear Chad? 


Before John could say anything, Chad continued. 


‘Its not you. Really, it's definitely not you, believe me. | think it wouldn't be the best idea, you know, just 


because we're in the same band. That usually causes trouble," Chad explained 
John's expression faltered 

Did he misread Chad?.. 

John's eyes quickly flickered away, a light wash of embarrassment covered his face. 
Jesus to Chad, it felt like he just kicked a puppy or something, 


"Don't be upset, really, it just seems logical, you know? How does that look? I'm a damn nympho, and the first 
thing | do when you're back in the band is sleep with you?," Chad explained. 


John frowned. 
"What does that mean?" 


Shit.. Chad grunted under his breath. 


"IFs just.. | kinda realized it after Anthony pointed it out, you know, you might be fragile, and." He was about 


to explain. 
John looked a touch angry. 


‘lam a 28 year old adult, Anthony has no business calling me fragile! l'm not a porcelain doll! | can do what | 
like, he has no word in what | do and plan on doing," he snapped a little. 


Seeing John a little mad was certainly surprising, since Chad had never seen him like this before. It was also 


kinda hot.. 
Chad shook his head. Okay, no, he was not going there again. 
John tried to close the space between him, trying to kiss Chad. Chad stopped him. 


| can't." Chad shook his head, his hands on John's shoulders. "Not to say you're not beautiful, but.. Not now," 
Chad sighed, like it actually pained him to say this. 


John's expressions were hard to read, since many emotions were currently running through him. 


The guitarist seemed surprised by the tight, and warm embrace that Chad gave him next. John's eyes briefly 
went soft. He seemed saddened when Chad pulled away. 


"Thank you for dinner, I'll see you at practice Friday, okay?," Chad said, his fingers lightly brushed down John's 


shoulders as he pulled away completely. 
John swallowed thickly. He didn't know what to say and so he just let Chad leave. 


The guitarist went outside for a smoke. The night was warm and the sky was not yet completely dark. You 


could already see some stars but John wasn't in the mood to count them tonight. 
He wasn't really thinking a little earlier. 


When he got close to Chad and started kissing him in the kitchen, he had just followed his instincts. He didn't 
plan this but it certainly felt good and he would have continued and maybe done more if Chad had let him. 


That was the part the guitarist was most confused about. Knowing Chad and his reputation, since when did he 
have principles? And why was Anthony mixed into this all of a sudden? An hour ago, John didn't even know he 
would kiss Chad. Why would Chad have discussed that or him with Anthony? When did this happen? Did it mean 
that Chad was indeed into him and John had been right about it? The drummer would have asked Anthony 
advices and the singer would have said it wasn't a good idea? Truthfully, John didn't imagine Chad asking advice 
about who he should see or not to Anthony. Bragging about what he did to the singer, yes. Asking him whether 
to do it beforehand, no. 


John finished his cigarette. He didn't want to go to bed and he didn't want to get a cab and go out. Worst of all, 
he didn't feel like playing guitar. 


He walked towards the swimming pool, took off his pants and underwear, and dived into the water. 


Chad was already several miles away from John's house when his mind calmed down. He had managed to keep 
his composure in front of John and when he left the guitarists house but now that he was on the motorway 


at cruising speed driving back home, he couldn't avoid thinking about what had just happened. 


He kissed John. No. John kissed him, and then yes, he kissed back. What else? That was so weird. All these days 
now he had been trying to reign in his emotions and what he felt for the kid but apparently, the kid felt the 


same. 


Chad was trying to convince himself he did the right thing by leaving. Of course, he did. There were many 
rational pointers that would confirm that what he did was for the best. They were in the same band, John was 
a bit too young for him, John was a recovering addict that probably needed to be handled with care - and 
Chad was not good at doing things carefully -, Anthony didn't think it was a good idea, and so on and so forth. 


But damn, John kissed him. He didn't do anything. He didn't push him or... The kid really wanted it. And, oh boy, it 
was good. Once the surprise effect had dissipated, if Chad's conscience had not intervened, he would have gladly 


bent the guitarist over the kitchen table and given him what he wanted. 


Chad cursed out loud in his car. Shit! That was exactly why he was probably not the right guy for John. John 
had not slept with anyone for a year. He needed someone else, something else, something that Chad was not 


sure he could do and handle. 


After a couple of days Chad really needed some actual advice. They had a small break again from recording 
and it had left Chad with his thoughts, which wasn't a good thing. Chad first thought he didn't really have 
anyone to talk to but, well, he did think of someone eventually. The only person who might really help him. 
Chad awkwardly shifted from one foot to the other, as he stood on the porch of Flea's home. 


Flea obviously welcomed his bandmate inside. It was evening time when the drummer had stopped by to pay 


him a visit. 

"Sorry | didn't call or anything..." Chad itched the back of his head. 

‘Its alright," Flea reassured. 

Flea figured there was something on Chad's mind. Why else make the unexpected visit? 
Chad let out a heavy sigh. He looked at Flea, as they sat together in the living room. 
"Need advice..," Chad said. 

"About?," Flea smiled. 

Chad narrowed his eyes. 

"Okay, cut the crap, you obviously know alright," Chad huffed. 

Flea still acted a little oblivious nonetheless. 

Its about John..." Chad trailed off. 

"What about him?," Flea questioned back. 

Chad may have flushed a litte. 

"| think.. He likes me," Chad said, like his own words were unbelieving. 

"And? That's good right?," Flea smiled. 


"Listen alright, | didn't even think of it that way. He's a good kid, and he's really sweet the more | get to know 


him. Anthony thinks l'm just gonna fuck and run, like comparing it to when me and Dave fucked around. Which, 
if he knew anything, he'd know Dave was totally fucking different than John. It was mutual, and now, by luck 
would have it, John wants the same thing. | mean, for crying out loud, John is a fucking adult, he can do what 


he likes. HE WAS COMING ONTO ME, DAMN ITI," Chad started a rant, that surprised Flea a bit. 
The drummer however looked completely relieved, to get it out of his system. 

Flea waited a few moments, till Chad calmed down before saying anything. 

"Then be with him," Flea said. 

Chad scoffed, a small laugh under his breath. 


"Yeah, okay, I'm just gonna be with John. Pretty sure Anthony made it clear | should stay away from John or 
else," Chad shook his head. 


"Well, fuck Anthony. | know he's just being protective now that we have John back. But he doesn't own John. 
Like you said, John is an adult, the both of you are. If Anthony has anything to say, then he'll have to deal 
with the fact I'm on your side," Flea shrugged. 


"You are?.." Chad asked. 


"I trust you enough, Chad, so don't worry, because if you did actually hurt John, then I'd have to break both 


of your knee caps," Flea reasoned. 
Strangely enough, Chad found comfort in this. 


The following day, they were due to meet in the studio again. Chad couldn't avoid John. He hoped it wouldn't be 
too awkward and Anthony wouldn't suspect anything. And most importantly, he hoped John wouldn't be mad at 
him. 


Chad felt better since he had had that little chat with Flea If John wasn't upset with him, he would try to 
take his chance this time. He hadn't been able to forget how it felt to have John flush against him, and to kiss 
him and touch him and.. All the things he would do to him if John just said yes. Chad remembered how it 
started with Dave, but this now was different. This was the exciting, but also the confusing part. Chad 
understood exactly how a guy like Dave worked and thought. Understanding John was a major challenge. The 
drummer wasn't even sure John understood himself. 


Chad went inside the studio. He was in advance again, on purpose, hoping that maybe John would be in early as 
well like last time, working on personal stuff. Chad's stomach made a backflip when he saw that John was 


indeed inside already but he was not playing guitar or working on material. 


The guitarist was sitting on the floor wearing a loose sleeveless white shirt and long shorts. He was barefoot 


and sitting on his knees which were parted Chad hoped John hadn't seen him and he paused, waiting to see 
what John would do. The guitarist leaned back and brought his hands on the small of his back before bending 
further backwards and grabbing his heels. His head and torso fell back and in a few seconds, John was kind of 
bent backwards completely, the top of his head coming dangerously close to the floor in-between his feet. 
Because of the position, John's shirt slid and pooled under his chin, uncovering his abdomen and stomach. He 
had never been fat and he was a skinny young boy when he had first joined the band. Now, he was a slim fully 
grown man with a hot and toned body. 

Oh, fuck yes, Chad thought. I'll do whatever | need not to screw this up.. 

John finished his posture and moved back to a normal kneeling position 

The drummer walked in further. 

"Hi" Chad said. 

John was slightly startled and turned around. 

"Is it time already?," John asked. 

"No, I'm early. It's 140" 

"Okay." 


The guitarist didn't seem upset but he didn't give Chad any of these heart-melting smiles either. 


John stood up and grabbed the flannel shirt which he had left on the couch. He put it on and buttoned it and 
then put back his socks and shoes. 


"John, about a few days ago, when | was at your place." 

"Its cool. Don't get worked up about it, ok? | thought you wanted to.. But you don't and it's fine." 

"No, | want to, | told you, l." 

John cocked an eyebrow in Chad's direction 

| was too surprised to react properly.. And you had been drinking, | wasn't sure you were thinking straight" 


"You said we shouldn't because we play together and because of what Anthony told you, not because | had 


been drinking.” 


Well.. Ok, so John was listening and had a good memory, even in the heat of the moment. 
"| was just finding excuses. l.. Shit, John, you have no idea what you've put me through since you came back 
and we started rehearsing and I've had to look at you and.. Every time we're in this studio together, its like... 


Hell. This is fucking hell. I'm sick and tired of looking but not touching and." 


John walked closer to Chad. He had had a couple of days to reflect, being away from the band and Chad. It had 
helped clear his head having that time to himself to think. 


John had forgotten what had happened before, well not forgotten, but more like put aside the memory, not to 
think about it for a long time. He had been only a little mad at Chad, but the anger had passed thankfully, and 
John was currently feeling indifferent. 

Chad would have taken the plunge with him, if it wasn't for Anthony, who he was a little peeved at as well 
Since when did Chad care about what Anthony said? John guessed his actions showed that he did care about 
him. 

It had been a while since something like this had happened, something complicated. 

John was staring at Chad, with Chad staring back. 

"Don't do that again," John said. 

What Chad did a couple of nights ago? What he said or..? Chad mulled it over mentally. 

John leaned forward. 

"Don't let what others say blind you. I'll give you another chance," John's tone was soft. 

Chad felt his heart racing in his chest. So he didn't fuck this up?.. Chad smiled. 

‘Only one. You're older than all of us, you should know better," John said. 

It could have come off as a scolding, but oh Chad didn't care. The drummer gave John a tight bear hug and 
lifted him up, a foot off the group, and spun him around. John gasped, startled, but enjoyed the tight hug Chad 
had given him. 

When Flea and Anthony arrived, Chad and John acted a bit more reserved. They still shared glances 


nonetheless, although they weren't sure how or when it was gonna happen. Maybe like before, in the spur of 


the moment? Whatever it may be, they both knew what they wanted. 
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Later in the afternoon, during a break, John got out on the parking lot to get some fresh air and sit in the 
sun. He hadn't seen that Anthony was there also. The singer was finishing an animated conversation on his cell 
phone. 

When he saw John sitting on the side of the parking lot, next to Flea's car, he headed his way. The guitarist 
had his eyes closed and was apparently enjoying to bask in the sun all by himself. Anthony walked in front of 


him, close enough to create a shadow and interrupt John in his afternoon tanning session. 


John sensed there was something blocking the sun and opened his eyes. He looked up at Anthony who was 


standing in front of him, his arms crossed over his chest. 

"Hey," Anthony said. 

"Hey too." 

"What's up with you and Chad?" 

"Why do you ask?" 

"Cause | care." 

John stood up and looked Anthony in the eyes. 

"Are you sure you care or you want to control?" 

Anthony wasn't expecting John to be so direct but given his answer, it was clear that Chad must have said 
something to him. He shouldn't have, Anthony thought, but since it was done now, it was too late and he felt 
that he had to explain his point of view to John, why he had spoken with Chad. 

"John... It's been awesome having you back. | don't want you to get hurt or anything like that" 


I'm not a kid, Anthony, and l'm not fragile." 


| meant it in a good way, like you're sensitive and you've been through a lot.. Chad is a wonderful guy but he 


has a few flaws too." 
John didn't say anything and so Anthony continued. 
"He has crushes and he takes what he wants and then when he's done with it, he moves on" 


"Maybe he's not the marrying type, but I'm not looking for that. | do what | feel like doing and it feels right 


when I'm around him." 

"He was sleeping with Dave." 

"So?" 

"So he's an overgrown pervy teddy bear. Is this what you need?" 

"He cares. He pushed me away. He didn't jump on the opportunity. He was feeling bad about the whole thing.” 
| had spoken to him before. That's probably why," Anthony clarified. 

"I know. We're friends and you have my back but don't get involved in my personal life like that. If you have 
something to say, come and talk to me, ok? Don't assume what | want or what | can or cannot handle. | know 


you meant well but | hate it that you didn't think about what | wanted." 


"| didn't know. | thought it was purely one-sided, that Chad was having one of his whimsical crush moments on 


you.’ 

"Maybe he does, | don't mind ‘cause | like being with him too. And he means no harm. 

"He never does, but he's.” 

"Stop, Anthony. | really don't wanna argue with you about him. He won't hurt me. | promise." 

John gave a pat on Anthony's back and invited him to walk back inside with him. 

Anthony was surprised to hear John speak like this. He sounded very mature under his still boyish looks. 


Perhaps that kind of John could handle Chad. 


That day, the rehearsal and recording session lasted longer. It was past IO o'clock when they finished. They all 
walked out of the studio and went their own way. Chad gave a look at John. A silent question to ask him if he 
wanted a ride home. John hesitated for a moment. He looked behind him at Anthony and Flea who were both 
going to their respective cars and then he headed towards Chad. 


Chad was only too happy that John accepted his invitation 
"Your place or mine?," Chad asked. 

"| thought you'd drive me home," John said nonchalantly. 
Chad kicked himself. Nice start.. 

eins 


"Relax, Chad," John told him, sensing that the drummer was currently thinking way too much. "We're good, you 


know?" 

Chad smiled, a little reassured but still basically clueless about John's intentions. 

John was good at going with the flow and doing what he pleased. He didn't make plans and he didn't have an 
agenda. He wanted to go back home. He enjoyed being home. Whatever would happen in one hour when he'd be 
home was no issue for the moment. That'd be something to take care of in one hour, depending on how he felt 
at that point. 

Since it was night, Chad looked over from time to time along the drive. John was absentmindedly looking out 
the window. Chad noticed the orange light that would cover half of John's face and hair, from the street light. 


John's eyes were low, maybe hinting that he was a bit tired. 


There was music playing, it was on low, but still loud enough to hear, and be talked over if conversation 


started. 


John sighed softly. Chad wondered if John was going to invite him inside again. Chad's light blue colored eyes 


glanced over at John 
John made sure not to stress about this. What do you do in a situation like this? 
Chad let out a small grunt under his breath, trying to think of anything really. 


"Is this the counting stars kind of night?," Chad asked what was literally the first thing that had come to his 


mind. 
John turned his head to look at Chad, maybe a bit surprised the silence was broken. 
"No," John said. 


Chad seemed a little disappointed. 


"The skies are too cloudy,” John added. 

They were getting closer to John's home. Chad had to think fast: 

"Do you have anything new you recorded?," Chad then asked. 

"Yes" 

"Mind if | listen again?," Chad glanced over at John, when he pulled up in the driveway. 
John seemed apprehensive. 


‘lm not happy with it," he shook his head, hinting that he did not like what he had recorded, and most likely 
didn't want Chad to hear it. 


"Are you singing on it?," Chad asked. 
"Yeah" 
"Then | really want to hear it," Chad smiled, "I love to hear you sing," he added, 


John may have blushed a little in the darkened car. He figured Chad was working his hand at flattery, which 


worked in this case. 

John opened the door. 

"Come on, then" 

Chad smiled more, happy he managed to work his way back into John's home again. Chad was not going to push 
it however. This would simply be hanging out. Whenever their time together would happen, he wasn't going to 
force it. 

When they entered John's home, they were greeted by one his cats. 

"Didn't know you had any," Chad squatted down to pet the gray fluffy cat that meowed up at him. 


"They usually sleep all the time," John said 


"l'Il bring some stuff out, make yourself comfortable," John added, then gesturing with his hands for Chad to 


go into the living room. 


‘So far so good’ Chad thought to himself, as he plopped down on the couch. 


The cat looked at John passing by but then decided to go to the living room and hop on the other end of the 
couch where it could sit and observe the late night quest. John didn't often have people coming over so the 
cat was curious. 

A few minutes later, John came back in the living room. Chad had scooted closer to the cat on the couch. He 
was trying to make friend with it but the cat was keeping its distance and at that point, it had just turned into 
a staring contest, with the cat clearly winning. Chad saw John walking in and finally moved. 

"I think your cat doesn't like me." 

John laughed. 

"No, she probably just wonders who you are and why you're on her couch." 

‘Its a she?" 

"Yes." 

"Usually women can't resist me," Chad smirked. 

"Well.. This one's clever, so..," John answered. 

"Watch your mouth, kid." 

"Let's go to my studio if you wanna hear something.” 

John's home studio was a small room packed with things. He took a sip from a bottle of water and pushed on a 
button to let one of his latest recordings play. Chad liked what he was hearing. It was an acoustic song and it 
had a great intro. He hadn't heard John sing since a while and he smiled when the singing part started and he 
heard the guitarist's voice rise above the guitar sounds. 

"What don't you like about it?," Chad asked when it was over. "It's great." 

"The melody is not filling the song enough, | think. | don't know. I'll redo it” 

"Then it will be even better. So you're going to do another solo album?" 

"lIl see. Doing the album with the band is my priority now." 

"Is gonna be a great album. You know, if you hadn't come back.. I'm not sure we would have continued. 


Anthony was not motivated anymore and he was down from everything that had happened. There was tension 


with Dave. It was tough." 


John turned off the computer and the audio system. 
“There's really nothing else to listen to. | already didn't like this one too much," John commented. 
Chad thought this was his clue to say goodbye and not overstay his welcome. 


"Okay, then... I'll wait till you have something else to make me listen to," Chad told John as they left his home 
studio. "| guess its late and you probably want me out of here, right?" 


John stopped in the middle of the hallway that was leading back to the living room and turned around to look 
at Chad. 


"No rush," John said and he continued. 

The drummer followed him back towards the couch. There was no more cat in sight. 

"When you told me you're giving me another chance..." 

Chad started to speak but John put his hand over his mouth. 

"| don't feel like talking right now," John said as he leaned over and put his arms around Chad's neck and his 
mouth on the drummer's ear. "Take your chance now, Chad." 

Chad felt a small shiver go down his spine. Was John serious? 

Chad instinctively let his hands rest on John's waist. John affectionately rubbed his face against Chad's cheek 
Chad swallowed thickly, he was not gonna fuck this up. 

Chad felt John's warm breath against his mouth, he closed the space as they kissed. He only briefly hesitated, 
maybe because what Anthony said was still lingering in the back of his mind. He pulled John closer to himself, 
Chad's hands caressing John's waist and hips gently. John sighed against Chad's lips, their kiss briefly stopping, 


then continuing again. 


Chad thought he'd definitely wanted it to be apparent to John, that he wasn't just anybody that he was going 


to be with intimately. For a small fling and leave, it could be mutual, but John was more important than that. 


Chad guided them to the sofa. He had John lie back against the cushions. Chad's hand palmed John's crotch. 
John may have flushed a little, as he leaned into Chad's touch. Chad leaned down again, kissing John deeply. 


John was fisting Chad's shirt, as he licked across Chad's lips. 


Chad could feel John getting hard under his strokes over his jeans. 

Chad pulled away from their kiss, with John panting a litte, his face turning a darker pink color. 

‘Im gonna make you feel really good baby~" Chad had a sly smile on his face, with John seeming to blush even 
darker. 

"You think so?" John question, his tone playful. 

"I know so." Chad smiled, briefly giving John a small kiss before settling between his thighs. 

Chad unzipped John's jeans, he pulled back his boxers, exposing his cock. 

John shyly watched, as Chad licked the underside of his length. 

John let out a shallow breath, as Chad took him into his mouth and started to suck. 

John turned his head away, he swallowed thickly, his hands lightly gripping the hat that Chad had on 


Chad practically hummed against John's cock. This was just about everything he imagined it to be since it was 


actually a bit of a fantasy that he already thought about with the guitarist. 

John's thighs clamping around his head, his muffled moans, that flush expression on his face that.. 

John's breath hitched, and he let out a weak gasp as he suddenly came into Chad's mouth. 

That certainly surprised Chad, but he hardly minded. He knew John hadn't gotten any action in a while, so it 
was only natural that John would come so fast. It probably also helped that Chad knew what he was doing, 


since Dave had certainly shown him a few tricks to get people off a lot quicker. 


John kept his eyes closed, even as he felt that Chad was moving back up to his level. The drummer's mouth 


landed on his neck and John let out a long exhale. 
"It felt really good," John sighed. 
"Told you so. You may be a yoga master but I'm sure | can teach you a thing or two in the bedroom.’ 


John opened his eyes and saw Chad's bright blue gaze looking back at him. He pulled the drummer closer and 
kissed him. Chad obliged but then pulled away. 


"Don't move. I'll be right back" 


John was still a bit dazed but he noticed that Chad went out through the front door. The drummer was back 
inside in no time. He rushed back to the couch. John hadn't moved but he had taken off his shirt and he had a 
question mark on his face about what Chad had just been doing. 

"| needed something from the car," Chad said as he climbed back on the couch and hovered above John 
"From the car?," John inquired. 

Chad searched in his pocket and got out a small bottle of lube. 

"You have lube in your car?" 

"In the emergency kit. Always prepared" 

In hindsight, John wondered why he was even surprised to hear that. 

Chad took off his hat and lowered himself a little and resumed where they had stopped while his hand found 
its way down in-between John's thighs. The guitarist was hard again already and Chad's fingers wrapped 
themselves around his erection. John turned his head on the side to catch his breath. 

"I can do this all night, you know?," Chad whispered against John's mouth. 

"Am not sure | can," John panted. 

"We'll see." 

Chad's hand was moving faster. The drummer enjoyed seeing John's body move in sync and thrust up in his 
hand. He pressed John's cock a little more tightly and started to rub his thumb over the head which was still 
a bit more sensitive from his previous orgasm. 

John bit his bottom lip as he felt pressure build up inside again. Who knew Chad was so skilled with his hands? 
‘Come on, Johnny boy.. | wanna see you cum for me again.” 

Chad nuzzled his face in the crook of John's neck, marking him there slowly and meticulously. John would 
surely have a few purples marks by the end of the night and Chad ensured that one would at least be high 


enough on John's neck so that Anthony would know or at least guess what they did the night before. 


"Chad." John wanted to control his body a little more but he was too out of practice for this kind of physical 
activity and Chad was way too good at what he was doing. 


The guitarist bucked his hips and came in Chad's hand. The drummer pumped him till the last drop, reveling in 


the small mewling noises that were still coming out of the guitarists mouth as he did so. Eventually, when he 


couldn't take it anymore, he pushed Chad's hand away. 

The drummer grinned at him and brought his hand to his mouth, licking his finger one by one. 
"You're delicious," Chad commented. 

John smiled and moved aside, making room on the couch for Chad to lie next to him. 

"Do you mind if we just stay like this for a while?," John asked. 


Chad nodded. He was so hard now that it almost ached but he could feel John was in one of those moody 
meditative moments, enjoying his post-orgasm high, and he didn't want to rush him. 


John curled up against Chad. He let his hand travel down. He could feel how hard Chad was as well. John's gaze 


then fell on the bottle of lube that was on the coffee table. 

"You want to fuck me?" 

Chad's breath got caught in his throat. It was strange how what he fantasized about so much in the last few 
weeks seemed a little out of place now. At least, it's how it seemed from hearing John say these words. Yes, 
he wanted to but he wasn't sure now that they had to do it Tonight. John was right there with him but he 


could see he was miles away in his head. 


"We don't have to," Chad replied, wondering in which parallel universe he must have ended up for declining such 


an offer willi ngly. 


John smiled at him. The guitarists hand lingered for a long moment between his legs. Chad didn't dare moving. 
And suddenly Chad felt John's fingers working on his belt. 


"| wanna taste you too," the guitarist said. 
Chad could barely even swallow, with more thoughts coming into his head. 


Like did John actually suck cock before? The mental image of a younger John, kneeling on the floor, his dark 
upturned eyes looking up at the man he was satisfying.. 


"Fuck..." Chad mumbled under his breath. 


John hadn't even really touched him much, his touch was light as he let his hand stroke and caress Chad over 


his boxers. 


John had a bit of a coy smile on his face and now it was Chad's turn to get a bit flustered. 


"You've thought about it, haven't you?" John questioned, as he stroked Chad much more firmly. 

"You have no idea." Chad admitted. 

John smirked and he pulled back Chad's boxers, and started to stroke his very hard length. 

"You're definitely bigger, when you're hard," John said. 

"Thanks." 

| bet you can't wait till you see it stuffed in my mouth right?," John asked, his head cocked to the side. 
"Yeah..." Chad rasped out a little. 

His length was already dripping. 


If John was honest it was probably a while, since he last sucked dick. John didn't sweat it much though, 
figuring that since Chad was so hard and aroused, it probably wouldn't take much to get him to come. 


"Here," John made Chad lie back on the sofa "Your turn," he smiled. 
Chad felt his heart race a little. He watched, as John tucked his long dark hair behind his ear, then leaned down. 


John had a similar approach to Chad's. He focused more on the head of his length, with his tongue giving it a 
few small licks, then his full lips wrapping around the head. 


John could only manage maybe half of Chad's cock in his mouth, his hand working at the base. 
John mentally thought how good it would feel to have Chad inside him.. He flushed a little. Maybe not tonight. 
"John." Chad sighed, taking a hand to John's head, his fingers tangling in his dark locks of hair. 


John would have been lying, if he'd say he didn't feel a bit of satisfaction sucking on Chad's length. It had been 
a long time since he had done something like this. It felt good It smelled and tasted the same. 


John bobbed his head, as he stroked Chad harder. The drummer lasted a bit longer than John had expected. 
John heard the very faint moans from Chad, hinting he was getting close. 
Chad came into John's mouth, he let out a shallow groan. 


John hadn't pulled his mouth off. To his own surprise, he instinctively swallowed and licked his reddened lips. 


Chad let out a heavy sigh. 
"That was pretty good" 

He gave John's head a pat. John nuzzled his face into Chad's hand, like some cat happily getting scritches. 
John noticed something else. Chad was still hard. Chad also noticed John's eyes well staring 

"Told you | could go all night long." Chad chuckled softly. 

John blushed. He didn't appreciate the teasing, 

"Want me to do that again?," John asked 

Perhaps he'd give him another blow job or a handy or something, 

"Cometre," Chad gestured for John to lie beside him. 

John crawled up, similar to how Chad did with him only a short while ago. 

Chad pulled John to him. 

"Cozy?," he asked 

"Yeah..." John blushed. 


John really wasn't sure what he was expecting. He felt Chad's mouth on his neck again, his hands slipping under 
his shirt to caress his waist. John blushed more, since he felt a bit excited again. 


"How about | take care of both of us?," Chad smiled, his hot breath breathed against John's ear. 
John felt that rush of pleasure go down his spine. 
"| like that idea..." John encouraged. 


Chad kissed John along his jaw, as he stroked John till he was hard again. It didn't take much or long, especially 
when you had expert hands touching you. 


"Chad..." John sighed, his face pressed against Chad's cheek. 
When John was completely hard, Chad briefly let go, but thankfully it wasn't for long. He lifted his leg over 


John's hip. Then he got to hold their two hard lengths together to stroke them at the same time. John blushed 
several shades of pink and his hips instinctively ground against Chad's cock and hand. 


John pulled Chad into a deep kiss. He groaned right into Chad's mouth. 
"Told you you'd like it..." Chad panted a little. 

John's brow furrowed, 

"Ah." He moaned. 

It was getting a bit overwhelming for the guitarist. 


John turned completely flush as he came suddenly again. He bit his lower lip tightly, then let out small 
whimpers as Chad continued to stroke him anyway till he finished off himself. 


Chad let out a happy pleasant sigh after he finally came. 
Definitely one of the best night he had had in a long time.. 
Chad gave John a few small kisses on the side of his head. The guitarist very much enjoyed this attention He 


didn't remember the last time he felt like this. He was too comfy to move but he was starting to fall asleep 


also. 

"You stay the night?," John asked. 

Chad hadn't thought about that but it sure was late already and he was one hour drive away from home. Plus 
sleeping here and waking up in with John in the morning could definitely make it a good start of the day. They 
had practice but it was in the afternoon only, so they wouldn't have to rush. 

"Seriously?," the drummer double-checked, 

"Why would | ask if | didn't want to?" 

"Okay... 


"Come on, then. Let's take a shower and go to bed." 


Chad let John drag him off the couch. Maybe they could have a little more fun in the shower before going to 


sleep... 
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John yawned softly, as he rolled over in bed. The room was darkened, since the curtains were still drawn 
closed. The room was filled by a light snore coming from Chad, who was passed out beside John still. 


A small smile crept on John's face. He was happy Chad was right beside him. He carefully reached out to 
quickly run his fingers through Chad's hair. The drummer briefly mumbled something, then dozing off again. 
John chuckled a little under his breath. 


The guitarist thought back about last night, which never seemed to end. 
John sighed deeply, even turning a little flush in the face. He had certainly been slutty last night, hadn't he?.. 


No, slutty was a harsh word. John had been taking control of his sexual freedom, fucking whoever he wanted, 


whenever. There, that seemed to be a better phrasing. 


John gave Chad a pat on the head, before slipping out of bed to get dressed. He went with some thin knit 
sweatpants, and a striped polo today. Comfy was John's favorite style of clothing. 


John did small tasks, he did every morning, like rinsing out his cats' water bowls and giving them fresh food. 
His cats would always seem to come running out of their napping places, when they heard their food dishes 
clink. 


John had two fluffy furred cats, that seemed to be mixed with a few things. One was gray, while the other 


was ginger. 
"Hope you guys didn't hide all night.." John pouted a little, as he squatted down to pet his cats. 


"He's really nice, you know, you should give him a chance. He might be coming here more often you know, so 


you'll have to be nice, okay?," John explained to his cats, that were more preoccupied with eating than listening. 


| mean, at least he seems to like cats, so that's good, right? So, guys, its your turn to be nice. And don't 
worry, he's not just some stranger. Smokey you might have met him before, when you were a kitten, so you 
might not remember him. Sorry, Clementine, | know you've never met him, so | can understand why you were 


apprehensive about him, but trust me, okay?," John smiled. 


He gave his cats one final pet, then stood up. 


John wondered if Chad was a late sleeper and pondered if he should make breakfast or not. He didn't know if 
Chad ate anything in the morning. He knew Chad liked coffee though so he prepared some while he boiled water 
for himself to make green tea to which he would add some fresh leaves from the mint plant he had in his 


kitchen. 


He didn't have much to prepare breakfast, but he had eggs and toasts. That was easy enough to prepare so 
he decided not to do it in advance, and wait for Chad to get up to see if he wanted anything, or if Chad would 


eat fruits, which was John's typical morning meal. 


John walked out on the patio. He put his mug of hot water aside on the floor and sat down to do a few 
stretching yoga postures. His cats had followed him out and they both sat on lounge chairs, grooming their fur 


and glancing at him once in awhile as he was doing his morning routine. 


"See? | can put my leg behind my head as well. Just like you," John told Smokey who didn't seem very 
impressed by that fact 


Couldn't all living creatures with legs or paws do that anyway, the cat seemed to think. 


While John was discussing with his cats by the pool, Chad was waking up upstairs. The drummer had turned 
around and was lying on his stomach, his face deeply buried in the pillow while one of his hand was feeling 
around next to him for John's body. After a few unsuccessful attempts, Chad pulled his face out of the pillow 
and looked around. John wasn't next to him. The sheet where he had slept were cold, which meant that he had 


probably gotten up a while ago. 

Chad sighed in frustration Last night when they went to bed he was very much looking forward to waking up 
with John, or rather waking John up.. Why did the kid sneak out of bed so early? Chad rolled on his back and 
stretched. He sat on the side and checked his watch. It was almost IO o'clock He opened the curtains and saw 
John sitting down by the pool in the morning sun. There were big double doors in the bedroom that led to a 
small balcony. Chad stepped out and leaned over the balcony rail. He could vaguely hear John talk but he 
couldn't hear what he was saying. He was probably talking to himself, Chad concluded. 

The drummer walked back in and closed the balcony doors then headed for the bathroom. 


When he was downstairs, he heard noises in the kitchen. John had his back to him and was chopping something 
on a board. Chad approached from behind and gave John a hug. 


The guitarist was a bit startled and stopped what he was doing. 
"Jeez, Chad.. Careful. | was cutting things," John said. 


"You've been bad this morning,” Chad purred in John's ear. 


"What did | do? | let you sleep. 

"And that's the problem. Where were you when | woke up? Leaving me all alone upstairs... Not nice” 
John turned around to face Chad. 

"| usually dont sleep that late and you didn't seem like you wanted to get up. Want some fruit?" 
"No. | smell coffee.” 

"| made coffee for you. 

"Thanks. 

Chad grabbed a mug from one of the open shelves and poured himself a cup. 

"Did you sleep well?," John asked as he returned to his fruit cutting and dicing, 

"Pretty well, yeah. You?" 

"Yes, dreamless night. | guess you wore me out," John chuckled 

Chad moved behind John again 


"Wait till | actually wear you out, Johnny Boy.. You'll see the difference." 


Chad gave John's ass a slight squeeze and walked out of the kitchen to go outside and drink his coffee by the 


pool. John blushed a little as he licked juice running down on his fingers and his eyes followed Chad when he 


stepped outside. 


This was definitely a good way to spend his morning, Chad thought. 


He was sitting in a chair, that wasn't occupied by a cat. Clementine was sitting in one, while Smokey was making 


odd chattering noises seeing birds perching in a nearby tree. 


Chad sighed as he sipped his coffee. It was still a little cool this morning. 


Soon enough John had come out to the patio to join Chad, with a bowl of fruit in his hand, since he didn't really 


see the point of eating inside alone. 


There was silence between them. Not an awkward kind, surprisingly, but more of a peaceful silence. It was still 


morning after all. Who needed to talk when you could just enjoy the silence with another person? 


John liked this a lot, since in previous relationships he had had, or when friends would stay over, it was always 


talk talk talk. 

John's eyes curiously stared at the drummer. Chad's eyes were shut, his face looking towards the sky. 

Chad was pretty ideal, wasn't he, John thought to himself, as he ate a piece of pear. He was charming, funny, 
very sweet, a bit handsome, and a good lover.. John felt like he lucked out a little, especially if they would keep 
it casual. 


See, Anthony was wrong, they were gonna be just fine, just.. 


John snapped out of it mid-thought, when he heard a very loud and annoying meow by his feet. John looked 


down and saw Smokey meowing up at him. 
"No," John said while the cat meowed even louder. 
Chad opened his eyes, and looked over to see what the matter was. 


"You don't like fruit, that's all | have," John said, with a frown on his face. "You've had your breakfast, now its 


my turn," he added. 

The cat continued to meow. 

Chad bit back a small smile, since he found it a bit funny. 

"Okay, fine," John grumbled, taking a piece of peach and offering it to Smokey. 

Smokey sniffed it and turned her head away. 

"See? | told you, it's just fruit," John pouted. 

Smokey started her meowing again however when John tried to take a bite of his food. John picked up the 
whole bowl, and set it down on the ground. Smokey sniffed it, then turned her head away again. John let out a 
sigh, thinking he finally satisfied her interest. As soon as he picked up the bowl, however she started her 
incessant meowing. 

Chad let out a loud laugh, then quickly covering his mouth. 


John shot him a glare. 


"Not funny," he pouted, 


"Sorry, couldn't help it," Chad smiled, watching as Smokey rubbed up against John's leg. 
John looked beyond annoyed. 

Chad reached over, and took a piece of banana out of John's bowl to eat. That made John pout even more. 
"| asked you if you wanted any," John huffed. 

"Sharing is caring," Chad teased with a smile on his face. 

Smokey stopped her meowing when she heard Chad talk. She quickly scampered off. 
John was relieved and went back to enjoying his breakfast. 

"Think | scared her off," Chad commented, then taking a sip of coffee. 

"She just needs to get used to you," John answered. 

"Cats are smart, right? She just might know who the alpha is," Chad teased. 

John tried hard to not roll his eyes. 

"Don't get ahead of yourself," John said, then taking a big bite of a blood orange. 


Some juice dribbled out the corner of John's mouth. The drummer thought about reaching over, and just 


licking it off.. Before John could wipe it off, Chad just went for it. 


He sat up in his chair and cupped the side of John's face, his tongue licking the corner of his mouth, and down 
his jaw. Chad pulled away, with John looking just as red as the blood orange. 


"What? You should be pleased you're getting me to eat fruits," Chad joked 

"Sure. You're making me proud.," John said as he rolled his eyes and firished his breakfast: 
"Do you need to go back home before going to the studio” 

'No.. Hs too much driving around, We can go together, unless you don't want to” 

"Why not?," John shrugged 

A few hours later, they arrived for the scheduled rehearsal 


That afternoon, for once, they were not the first ones in the studio. Flea and Anthony were in already. 


John walked in, said hello and got to his spot to plug his guitar and get ready. Chad followed and tried to act as 


casual but for some reasons, he felt Flea and Anthony's eyes on him. 

Flea had a big grin plastered on his face as he watched the drummer get himself a coffee and then sit behind 
his kit. Anthony shook his head, too painfully aware that Chad looked way too cheerful to be innocent. That 
combined with the fact that the drummer arrived together with John and that Chad was wearing the same 
clothes as yesterday kinda gave him away. 

John was much better at concealing what may have happened the night before, if it wasn't for a couple of 
purple marks, one only half visible, on one side of his neck. He didn't seem to care if anyone saw them, in his 
typical laid back way. 

Anthony glanced at Flea who couldn't hold it any longer and bursted out laughing at Anthony's appalled face. 
"What's so funny?," John asked, apparently oblivious to the whole thing. 

‘Its not funny,” the singer replied while he looked at Chad. 


"Shit, yes, it is.. It's too funnyl," Flea managed as he was trying to stop himself from laughing. 


"Let's work on number 4 again to start, ok?," Anthony proposed in order to change the conversation subject, 


his eyes still fixed on the drummer. 


Chad had his best smug face on and silently mouthed fuck you to Anthony before winking at him and making a 


very theatrical drum roll. 

John was still clueless at what was causing all this. 

"You guys are weird today," he said as he finished tuning his guitar. 
"And you're so fucking cute," Flea replied to John, still laughing. 


Anthony gave Chad a slight glare, but it was very brief, only on account of them being in the studio. This was 
business after all now. They could fight in the parking lot after recording for the day. 


Chad felt a bit of pride now when he stared at John, blatantly gawking at him. He didn't feel like he needed to 
hide it anymore. Maybe he played even better now, knowing that he was having John. It did stop a lot of the 


daydreaming since after practice he could just have John anyway he wanted, couldn't he? 
Chad had a sly smile on his face when he thought about it like that. 


Flea was watching John and Chad's interactions. They weren't shy anymore. Flea wondered if they finally did the 


deed. Chad's eyes were mostly filled with adoration, Flea noticed. If this had been a little fling, he might have 
been passive or acted like nothing happened. Thankfully, however, Chad might have thought of John a bit more 
than that. 

Flea's eyes looked onto John when he was playing his guitar. John seemed like his usual new self, mostly 
passive, but when he briefly locked eyes with Chad, you could see the corners of his mouth twitch into a 
small smile. Flea could tell already that John seemed happy, which in turn made him happy. During break, he'd 
definitely have to talk to John about it. 


A while later, Anthony left the room to get something to drink and Chad went outside to take a smoke break. 
That finally left Flea and John alone. 


"Things are better l'm assuming," Flea said, breaking the silence. 

John was making himself a cup of tea, at the counter in their studio. 
"And by that you mean?," John acted oblivious. 

"Things got serious," Flea said as he leaned against the wall by John 
John flushed a little. 

"They may have," John said simply. 

Flea put up his hands. 

"Listen, I'm rooting for you guys, honest," he smiled. 

"Rooting?..." John didn't understand. 


"You guys are cute together, if it's something casual, mutual, or serious. Just know that l'm in your corner," 
Flea smiled. 


"Ok. So that was what it was about when we arrived?" 

Yep" 

"| don't want any drama," John told Flea 

"There's no drama. Who said anything about drama? Everyone's happy. It's written all over Chad's face" 


"Anthony hasn't said anything but he may not be that happy about it," John said. 


"He'll come around, don't pay too much attention. He's just concerned." 

"I'm well aware of that," John chuckled. 

"He said something to you?," Flea asked. 

"We had a quick talk on the parking yesterday." 

"What did he say?" 

"Doesn't matter what he said. | told him to stop worrying for me." 

"And he said he would?" 

John smiled at Flea. 

It wasn't a question. | told him so." 

"Okay..." Flea smiled back 

John was definitely different. He would have probably made a fuss about Anthony getting nosy in the past but 
now, the guitarist was much more serene and self-assured. Flea could see how that could be attractive for 
Chad. They were polar opposite for many things. 

While outside, Chad had carefully avoided to run into Anthony. It had been fun to tease him when they arrived 
earlier on but he knew that Anthony wouldn't miss an opportunity to bring the subject up again if he could and 
it was just the two of them. 

So far so good, but there was only one way back inside and as soon as Chad turned around the corner and 
took the left corridor to go back to their rented studio, he saw Anthony who was checking his phone while 
sipping on an ice tea or something like that. Chad briefly thought he might still walk back and have another 
cigarette outside, to give Anthony time to get in, but it was too late and the singer saw Chad as he started to 


turn around. 


Chad cursed under his breath but pretended he didn't see him. Once he was back on the patio, though, it was 
only the two of them and he couldn't avoid him. 


"You couldn't resist, could you?" 
"What?," Chad said as he exhaled a long puff of smoke in Anthony's face. 


| mean, if you two have to do it, can you be discreet?" 


Anthony had to laugh at his own comment because truthfully, Chad was many things but discreet was not one 


of them. 

"What is your problem?" 

"| don't wanna be reminded about it each time | look at him" 

"Don't know what you're talking about," the drummer retorted. 

"Don't suck and bite his neck or anything he can expose in public." 

Chad couldn't miss the chance for the obvious smart-ass reply to Anthony's request. 
"So | can suck on anything else he's not putting on display?" 

"You're an ass." 

"Come on.. Anthony, it's not the end of the world if we had a little fun last night 
"| don't want to know about it. Clear?" 

"Very," Chad nodded. 

"Good" 

The singer left the drummer to finish his cigarette. 


"And don't worry, I'll get padded handcuffs so he doesn't get marks on his wrists," Chad added as Anthony 


walked away. 


Anthony stopped in his tracks and flipped him off without even turning around before opening the door and 
stepping back inside. 
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"Oh..." Chad's brow furrowed a little, his expression a bit unsure. 

Chad let out a faint sigh into the receiving end of his cellphone 

"Its not you, honestly. | just.. | like my space,” John reassured 

Chad had called John, when it was maybe a few days since he had last been over at his home. 


"No, no.. It's fine, really.. | get it," Chad chuckled softly, trying to keep his voice light and uplifting. "I'm probably 
too much to have around 24/1. So | get it, honestly," he added. 


John was quiet on the other end. He could tell already that he might have hurt Chad's feelings by saying he 


needed space. 
Chad and John could certainly have quiet moments together, since Chad never forced him to do anything he 
didn't want to. John, however... Had his own love affair with being alone, not talking to anyone for days, just 


reveling in being a hermit. 


It might be his old habits keeping a hold of him, wanting this separation from everything and everyone, or it 
could be what he really wanted. John didn't even know half the time. 


However, this is what John wanted now. Especially having a week off from recording, since Flea had a family 


emergency in Australia, which left everyone free to do whatever they liked. 
"Just so you know, | am telling the truth," John said as he felt compelled to clarify. 


Even though this was mutual, John felt like he did owe Chad this explanation, since all the drummer was to him 


was caring and loving. 


Ill see you next week, take care," John told him as he wanted to end the call, only on account of all the silence 


from both ends. 


"See you," Chad answered back before hanging up the phone. 


Did he do something wrong?.. Chad thought deeply about it. 


"Why do | have to be such a horn dog!?," Chad yelled in his kitchen, slamming his phone down on the counter, in 


order to let out some frustration. 


Not at John, never at him. It was directed at himself, how could he be so dumb to mess this up already? They 
weren't even.. Chad thought about it. They weren't anything, were they? Why was he getting so upset over 
nothing? Chad grunted under his breath, then shook his head. 


"We aren't anything. Of course he wanted space. Is he stopping this from actually becoming something?,” Chad 
said aloud to himself. 


Damn, he needed a beer. He went to the fridge to grab one, mostly as an attempt to think clearer, which 


never worked. 
What am I? Some school girl? Chad chastised himself, as he drank his beer. 


Chad stared at his beer bottle as he sat on the couch, not actually reading the label but rather looking right 
through it. 


Chad sighed deeply. 


"No use getting upset over something you never had, Chad," he said to himself before taking another drink 
from his bottle. 


John however didn't leave his mind. Hell, John was probably the closest he had ever gotten to being really 
happy with. It wasn't serious. Maybe that's why Chad liked it so much. 


Chad also wouldn't admit it, but he liked the idea of living with John. You know, the whole growing old together 


spiel. Oh, damn.. Was that how midlife crisis was supposed to start? 


The last few days had been great. Being with John and sleeping in his bed and fooling around and making John 
blush all shades of pink and red was fun. John wasn't a liar. He had fun with Chad. That much, Chad was sure 
about. But for the rest? Was John just looking for someone to have fun with, catching up on a year of zen 
celibacy and safely keeping it at that? Shit, that was what Chad was normally doing, except for the zen 
celibacy part.. He was the first one to surf on the "let's keep it casual" and "no strings attached" vibes but not 
with John. He wanted more but he didn't know what it was and he didn't know what to tell John. And to make 


things worse, now, he didn't even know if John wanted anything else or more. 


John was listening for the umpteenth time to the same bit of recording he did the week before. He couldn't 


even hear it right anymore. By now, the whole set of riffs was just a never-ending sample that was replaying 


in his head over and over again. He was useless today. 


He had to tell Chad he needed personal space and private time. There was nothing wrong with that, right? 
When he was with Chad, he felt he could tell him almost everything, so why did that phone call leave him this 
bitter aftertaste? 


What was the point of spending some alone time if all he did now was wonder about Chad and worry that 
whatever he said might be misinterpreted? Why couldn't things be simple? Did he not make it clear enough to 
Chad that he was serious about them and that there was no problem and nothing to worry about? Perhaps 
Chad didn't think it was serious because they hadn't gone all the way yet. Oh, boy, that sounded so silly and 


teenage comedy-like but John started to wonder. 


They had done quite a lot of things but they hadn't fucked. Chad hadn't pressured him and it seemed like there 
was a tacit agreement between the two of them that whenever John would feel like it, he'd tell Chad and 
that'd be it. Till now, John had been happy to rediscover physical pleasure and Chad was such an expert in the 
bedroom - he had been right about that - that frankly John had not even felt like he needed more. He wasn't 
shy with Chad either and he didn't think that there was anything Chad missed but maybe the drummer needed 
something else and that's why he didn't like to hear that John was keeping to himself for a while and putting 


some distance between them? 


There was no way John would succumb to pressure or do something he didn't feel like but he didn't want to 


make Chad feel bad. 


If Flea had been around, he might have given him a call and spoken to him but Flea had other things to worry 


about for now. It was no use disturbing him. 
John tried to stop thinking. 


He looked out the window at the clear sky. It was a gorgeous day. He needed to clear his head and decided to 
go out for a walk, or maybe even a real hike in the forest somewhere; something strenuous and that required 
focus in order to stop rehashing his situation with Chad. Maybe he would bump into his spirit guide animal, the 
shrew, while walking around and reconmecting with nature. Maybe it would help and give him advice. Shrews 


were definitely underrated animals, he thought as he put on his hiking shoes. 
John called a cab to take him to the nearest hiking trail near him. 


It had been quite a while since he went for a hike and he felt a little excited. The trees covered a bit of the 


sun on the trail, so at least he didn't have the sun beating down on his back. 


He felt a bit better already, he didn't think much of anything, he breathed deeply. He followed a couple of 
different trails, that looped around. Eventually, he did need a break however. He could feel a little bit of sweat 


on his brow. 


He was sitting on a rock and drank some water from the bottle he was carrying around. While sitting a few 
other people passed him, not seeming to notice or care who he was thankfully. Something that John noticed 
was that they were couples walking together. 

God, could he imagine Chad on a hike with him? He was pretty sure he'd be huffing and.. 

John stopped that thought before it finished. 

This hike was suppose to clear his head, or reflect on his situation, not imaging Chad on a hike with him. 

John looked down the trail. He faintly heard laughter from the people that had passed him. John's eyes then 
looked to the ground. He was staring at his worn-out white tennis shoes. John then shut his eyes taking a deep 
breath. 


Couldn't he get an answer from a higher being? 


He heard a skittering noise beside him. He saw a little chipmunk poke its head out from the grass, their little 
tail giving a flick. 


"You're no shrew, but you'll do. What should | do?," John asked the chipmunk. 


The chipmunk made a little chatter noise, then quickly bolted around John, mostly by his feet, hoping there 


was food or something. 


Well, John did have some trail mix on him just in case he got hungry. He reached into his pocket and dropped 


out some peanuts for his new furry friend. 

"Now, will you give me some answers?," John questioned. 

The chipmunk stuffed it's little cheeks full then twitched its little tail, followed by bolting away from John 
John chuckled a little under his breath. 

"Thanks," John shook his head. 

Was that little rodent helpful? Not really, but John did seem to relax again 

Chad. 

He might be worried I'm leaving him, but is there anything to leave? The answer is yes, there is. 


The way he acted showed that he cared. He did want this to be something. Was he scared to say something? 
Possibly. 


How did | feel about the way he acted? Was it that | didn't want to get attached as well? Are we both just 


falling for each other? 
John pondered. 


"| wouldn't mind it. He just has to understand that | like my space sometimes. Not all the time, since | do miss 
him, when we've been away for a couple of days. I'll see how he is in a week, when | see him again. That should 
let him think too, | know he is very stubborn, but time apart would bring out what his true feelings are, 
right?" 


John happened to look down at the chipmunk which had hopped onto the rock he was sitting on, most likely 


wanting more food. 
"Thanks for the help," John smiled, leaving the rest of trail mix for the chipmunk, which happily dove in 


John continued with his hike. 


It had only been four days but it seemed like an eternity to Chad. It was the fourth evening that he was 
spending alone at home. Actually, no, it was only the third. The night before he had decided to go out for drinks 
with some friends but he hadn't really enjoyed himself that much. Tonight, he had watched a movie and drank 


a few beers and he was now slumped on his couch, trying to remember how he was spending his evenings 


before John. 


Even if he did recall what he used to do, it didn't matter. Now, all he wanted to do was spend time with John, 


preferably naked, but hanging around with him when he was wearing clothes was a lot of fun too. 


Chad looked at his cell phone. No text and no missed calls. When John had told him he wanted his space, he 
really wasn't kidding. The guitarist hadn't said anything but it was obvious that he didn't want Chad to call and 


check on him, so the drummer put his phone back on the table in front of him. 


What was John doing now? What was he doing when he was all alone? Did he spend all his alone time playing 
guitar and recording? Doubtful. John was productive but he seemed to be more the type to get inspired 
randomly and stay up for 24 hours to play and get down on paper and tapes all he was thinking about and 
then have quiet periods. That was one of the things which Chad missed and which he liked a lot about John. 
John was spontaneous and unexpected. He could be all quiet and lazy for a few hours and then suddenly get up 
and be hectic for a couple of hours. It was the same in bed. Things could be all fun and frantic as they were 
all over each other and out of the blue, John's mood could switch and he just wanted to lie close to Chad and 
enjoy the simple sensations coming from skin to skin contacts and body heat and have Chad caress his hair and 
kiss him. It had been a bit disconcerting at first but then Chad got used to it and more surprisingly, he was 
enjoying the more affectionate and quiet moments with the guitarist as much as the time they were getting 


off. 


l'm truly falling for this kid. It's so obvious it's ridiculous, Chad thought to himself. 


"Swear, sometimes | think he's a witch or something, with all this spirit mumbo jumbo.." Chad grumbled to 
himself, making up an excuse as to why things were they way they were, like John bewitched him. 


"Okay, three more days," Chad added, then taking another sip from his beer. 


His eyes glanced up at the porno he'd rented. Chad let out a wistful sigh. This really wasn't doing anything for 
him surprisingly. A scantily dressed woman was currently getting fucked, she was bent over the kitchen table. 


"Yeah, well, John's more flexible than you lady," Chad scoffed at the television screen, then used the remote to 


turn it off 
What wouldn't he give just to at least see John?.. 
"Three days, okay, just three days," Chad shook his head 
The three days came and went 


Chad got up extra early, wanting to be the first at the studio. He didn't want to miss John and hoped to talk to 


him before recording. 


Chad was sitting on the sofa, waiting patiently, like some puppy for it's owner to come home. He perked up, 


when he heard the door open. 


It was Anthony. That made Chad pout. He also felt immensely disappointed. Anthony and Chad said their hello's. 
They briefly chatted. 


Chad's head snapped to the direction of the door when he heard it open Flea came in next. That made Chad 


pout even more. Where was John?.. 


The drummer suddenly started to worry. Oh god, what if John went on some spiritual trip, and ate the wrong 
mushrooms, and was tripping out in the forest naked for days? What if.. 


A moment later John arrived. He seemed to be in good spirits. Chad never felt so happy to see the guitarist. 
Flea gave John a hug and John asked about Flea's trip. 


John let out a loud gasp when he was picked up a couple of feet off the ground, as Chad hugged him tightly. 
Flea laughed with how blushing bright red John’s face suddenly got. Yet, it seemed to be over before it got 


started, with Chad setting John back down on his feet. He was satisfied for the moment. He got to see and hold 


John briefly before the recording and practice session followed soon after. 
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That evening after their rehearsal, Chad was giving John a lift again. 

"You have no idea how much | missed you," Chad said when they were in the car and leaving the studio. 
| missed you too," John said. 

"You did?" 

"OF course." 

"But you were the one asking to be left alone." 


It has nothing to do with that. | need my private space and alone time to balance my thoughts and my mind 
but it doesn't mean | didn't miss you," John told him. 


Chad suddenly felt reassured. Hearing John stating that he had been missing him as well was the best news of 
the day, besides John accepting to come over to his place for a change. 


"| got special food for you for dinner," Chad mentioned as they had arrived and walked inside his house. 
"Special how?" 
"Vegetarian organic stuff with ingredients | have no idea about. The kind of things you eat" 


John smiled but was wondering what Chad had found. Yet, just the fact that he had probably gone out of his 
way to get a different kind of food than what he was used to just for him was all the proof, if he ever needed 
more after that PDA in the studio when he arrived, that the drummer genuinely cared for him. Just like John 


cared for him too, with his own less exuberant style. 


After Chad's special dinner with a mixed salad and vegetarian lasagna, John went around the house. Chad had 
been living there for a long time and while the guitarist realistically must have been at Chad's place several 
times in the past, John didn't remember it so he did a bit of a house tour to check the place with the 

drummer playing tour guide. It was a big house and Chad had a lot of things, including a big garage with two 


cars and his motorcycles. 


As they were finishing to go around the house, Chad found it odd to see that John wanted to see his garage 


as well since John didn't drive and he clearly didn't care much for cars. 


As expected, the guitarist hadn't been paying much attention to the cars but he was eyeing the bikes a bit 


more closely. 


If you wanna tell me you're getting interested in bikes, you need a license to drive them too, just so you 


know," Chad teased. 

"I know.. But why would | need a license to drive one when | have someone who could drive me?" 
Chad wasn't sure he understood John. 

"Can we go for a ride?," John asked with a little smile. 

"You wanna go for a ride on my bike? | thought you didn't even enjoy being in a car." 


"Yeah, but.. | guess a bike is different and you like it, don't you? | know you did that dinner for me but it's not 
the kind of food you like. I'm happy that we try each others’ things. Unless you don't want to take me." 


Chad's heart was beating a lot faster just hearing John talk. He really had his way with him and, of course, 
Chad would love to ride with John behind him. 


Cool, yes.. Sure. But we won't see much on the way, it's dark outside already." 

| don't mind getting lost in the dark with you," John said seductively. 

"Be careful what you wish for, kid," Chad answered. 

Chad went to the back of the garage and got his jacket out. He brought a second one for John to wear. 
"You'll be more comfortable if you wear something over your shirt. It'll get cold” 

John didn't say anything and put on the jacket which must have been one of Chad's since it was a good two 
sizes too big for him, at least. The drummer looked at John in his oversized jacket and thought he would get 
him one fitting his size if he liked to go around with him. That'd be something really nice to do together. 
"Just don't go too fast, ok?," John asked before he climbed on the bike behind the drummer. 


"| won't, John, | promise." 


Chad waited till John got settled behind him. He had no idea if John had ever been on a bike before and Chad 


would have been lying if he had said he didn’t think it was exciting to do some first times like that with John 
He also couldn't deny that his mind was wandering off to thinking about another kind of first times when he 
felt John's arms snaking around his waist. For now, though, they'd get their fun from riding his bike and 
probably stopping somewhere along the way - Chad was already thinking about where he could take the 
guitarist and stop for a rice scenic view of the city at night, and.. Goddammit, he was getting romantic now! 
They would see for the rest later. 

"Hang on tight, okay?," Chad instructed. 

John wrapped his arms around Chad tightly. 

"Okay," he said with his mouth against Chad's ear. 

Chad felt his heart pound faster. John was certainly hugging him very very tightly. Sure, Chad could have told 
John to lay off a little but there was something about it. How John was holding onto him, how John's hands 
were clinging to his abdomen and how he could feel the guitarists warmth against his back.. 

Chad revved his bike and John seemed to hang on more tightly. 

"You ready?" 

Chad practically had to yell over the loud motor. 

"Yeah," John said. 


Chad made them go a bit slow down the long driveway. John felt his heart pounding in his chest. This wasn't so 
bad, this was actually kinda ri.. 


John let out a loud gasp, when Chad sped off down a side street. John instantly squeezed his eyes shut, and 
clung to Chad for dear life. In reality, of course, Chad was just going the regular speed limit, but to John it 
was like he was going a million miles an hour with the brisk cool air hitting his hair, while his face was hidden 
in the crook of Chad's neck. 

Chad turned his head seeing this. 

"Hey, open your eyes, it's not so badl," Chad smiled. 

John did open his eyes when they actually stopped at a traffic light but John's heart was still pounding. 


"You okay?," Chad asked. 


"Yeah..." John flushed. 


"Okay, when | go again, keep your eyes open," Chad instructed. 


John was a bit reluctant though Chad couldn't go as fast since they were going through the city now. That 


made John be able to leave his eyes open this time. 

The guitarist watched as they sped by buildings and people. John was slowly starting to get used to it and his 
grip around Chad wasn't as tight. Even though Chad was driving, he noticed this. John didn't feel as tense 
against his back. 

"See, you're doing it?," Chad laughed, happy that John was starting to like it, it seemed. 

Once they passed through the city, they headed towards the more hilly area of California. The road was stil 
smooth thankfully. Chad wanted to drive John to all his favorite areas to ride. Also, since John had his eyes 
open, he got to see a lot of it. Sure, it was dark, but John knew these areas so he could easily imagine what 


they looked like during the day. 


Chad had them ride around for a while, but eventually parked his bike up on a hill. There were a couple of 
other cars that were parked off to the side, most likely couples enjoying the view from the hill 


Chad shut off his bike. John wasn't sure where they were at now. 
"Its cloudy tonight, figured I'd give you a scenic view instead," Chad smiled. 
John looked over the hill. They could see downtown Los Angeles from up here, still lit up. 


Chad had gotten off his bike to stretch his legs a little, and to smoke a quick cigarette. John had gotten off as 
well, but still leaned against the bike. John enjoyed every sentiment, that Chad had done for him tonight: 


John looked to Chad's shadowy figure smoking beside him, seeing the little red light from his cigarette. The 
guitarist then turned his head to the cars that were parked, noticing the people inside making out. 


"What is this makeout point?," John teased. 

Chad laughed a little at the comment. 

"Well, it is a bit romantic, right?" 

In the cliche way, yes, it was. 

John held out his arm in Chad's direction. Chad happened to look over, noticing movement. The drummer 
stepped closer, with John reaching for his hand to hold. The touch seemed electric to Chad. Feeling John's 


warmth suddenly made his heart pound in his chest. It might have seemed a little pathetic, that someone was 
getting so excited over hand holding, however, Chad had missed John's touch dearly. Chad gave John's hand a 


light squeeze in response and leaned over. He kissed the top of John's head. John blushed in response. Neither 
of them said anything, but enjoyed the view, and each other's company. 


They stayed up there for hours, even after the other cars had left, leaving them alone. Eventually, they 
headed back to Chad's home. 


Chad parked the bike in it's rightful place in the garage. 


"IIl have to take you during the day. We can do a lot more stuff, and itll be warmer too so it-," Chad was cut 
off by John kissing him. 


Chad was surprised but only very briefly. He instantly kissed back John, his arms around John's back bringing 


them closer. 


Chad guided them back inside, and to his bedroom upstairs. John's eyes never wandered, as he was pulled along. 


Soon enough when they were upstairs and they helped each other out of their clothes. 
John was blushing, as he lied naked on Chad's bed. 
"| want you to fuck me," John's hand touched the side of Chad's face, as Chad was hovering over him. 


| want that too." Chad kissed John's hand, making John blush even more. "It's been awhile for you, hasn't it?," 


Chad asked 

John nodded 

"| still touch myself, if that's what you mean’ 

Chad was relieved to hear that 

"Okay, hang on’ 

Chad pulled away, to grab a couple of things from his nightstand, some lube and condom 

Chad settled between John's thighs. John was blushing deeply, when he felt Chad's lips kiss his thighs. He 
squirted some lube onto his fingers and worked one carefully into John. John blushed all over then relaxed 


against Chad's fingers when he added another. 


Chad curled and thrusted his fingers inside John. The guitarist whimpered under his breath, hinting he was 
enjoying what Chad was doing to him. 


"Ahh---hhh..," John moaned, gasping under his breath, as Chad switched between his fingers and tongue in the 


MIX. 


Chad was attentive to his lover's every move and noise and he was making sure that John would be ready for 
him. It was taking all his willpower to keep it slow as John's soft moans and sighs were all going straight to his 
cock. Chad was rock hard already and he didn't know how it was possible but it seemed like he was getting even 
harder. 


John's toned body was writhing under his fingers and his mouth. 


"Damn, John.. You're looking so hot like this," Chad sighed as he lifted his head to admire the sight and inserted 
a third finger in. 


John winced a little and Chad noticed. 
‘Its ok, baby.. But you're so tight, | need to make sure you can take me." 
"I know, you're big," John panted as he tried to relax again 


Chad smirked at the compliment and continued his prep work He started to caress John's leaking cock at the 
same time, in order to distract him from the pain and make him focus on something nicer. 


"Chad... | want you.. Now...” 


Chad smiled at John's plea. How many times did he dream he'd hear that? Too many times; he had lost count 
but he didn't know it would make his heart beat so fast to hear John's voice say those words. 


"A little more,” Chad told him while teasing the head of John’s cock. 
The drummer was not just teasing him. He really wanted to make sure it would feel good for John too. 


The tips of Chad's fingers found John's sweet spot inside and they started to rub it mercilessly while Chad's 
other hand was pumping him. 


"Ooh... Chad, m gonna come, stop." 
"| want you too.. That'll relax you even more.. Come for me" 

"Oh, shit," John cried as he arched his back and exploded in the drummer's hand 

Chad pulled out his fingers and wiped them on the shirt he had discarded next to the bed. He wiped John's 
stomach clean too and then didn't lose any time. He put on a condom and lubed himself. Chad lifted John's hips 


a little and shoved a pillow under them. 


"Thanks," John whispered as he pulled the drummer towards him for a long kiss. 


Chad broke the kiss and caressed John's forehead, pushing his hair out of his face. 


“Alright, Johnny.. l'm gonna go real slow to start with and then make it nice for you but you gonna hurt at 
first," Chad warned. 


John nodded and his hands were inviting Chad to lean closer. 

The drummer positioned himself between John's legs and eased in slowly but in one go. 

"Ahh..." John let out a drawn out cry. 

Chad looked down at John, running a hand into his hair. 

"You're ok?" 

“Think so." 

Chad's pause was as much for John's comfort than his own because the sensations he had all around his cock 
and the visual of John's supple body taking him in so eagerly despite the pain could have just been enough to 
make him come on the spot. The drummer breathed in and tried to regain some control before moving a little. 
He slid most of the way out and then back in, carefully enough not to pound too hard into John. He paused 
again Even that way, keeping his thrusting under control, this was bliss for Chad 

"Fuck, John.. You don't know how good you feel around me.. Its.. Amazing..." Chad panted. 

John smiled at Chad's comment and the way he was looking down at him. John didn’t recall the last time he had 
been in bed with someone that had looked at him like that, almost in awe. It felt good and it surely was worth 
the temporary pain and discomfort. 

"You can move now," John said, his voice a little strained. 


"Okay." 


Chad's hips started to slowly thrust into the guitarist with a rhythm. John's hands were tightly gripping the 


drummers' sides and his hips started to respond and rock back in sync with the drummer's movements. 
"Yeah... Like that, Johnny... So good.. So frigging good." Chad huffed. 


The guitarist felt Chad's hands and arms slide under him towards his shoulders. The drummer was pulling him 
up and close as his pace increased a notch and Chad moved his hips at a different angle to try to hit John's 
prostate. He knew he aimed right when John's head jerked back and he moaned louder. 


"Ahh... Chad.. Right there... Again." 


Chad chuckled and rolled his eyes at John’s sudden demanding ways, but of course he would and he loved to 


know he was the one responsible for making John forget the pain and feel the pleasure now. 

The drummer kept going, aiming his thrusts right on John's sensitive spot. The guitarist was lost in his own 
world when he came again without warning. Chad felt the hot cum spread in-between their bodies and John's 
muscles clench around him further. It was all that he needed to push him over the edge. Chad's body stiffened 
and he growled John's name as he climaxed. He rode his orgasm with a few more thrusts before letting John's 
body rest on the mattress and gently pulling out. 

"Johnny... Fuck, baby, that was great." Chad whispered as he rolled over and crashed next to John 


John was still catching up his breath and turned on his side to give his back to Chad. The guitarist was a bit 
overwhelmed by the physical sensations and the emotions that were flashing in his head right this moment. 


"John.. Are you ok?" 
"Yeah... I'm more than ok, it's just.. A lot. Give me a few minutes," John said softly. 


Chad didn't want to ruin the moment with questions. He was still enjoying his own physical high and John was 
just being John, which was fine. He'd let him be for a while, as long as he was okay. 


Eventually, John turned around and glanced up at Chad. His eyes were that darker shade of brown that Chad 


had never seen and his face was looking relaxed even if he wasn't all smiles like the drummer was. 

“Still ok?," Chad couldn't help but check again. 

‘lm perfect, dont worry," John answered before lying on his other side and facing the drummer this time. 
Chad ran his fingers into John hair, wondering what was going on behind those dark eyes. He knew John 
wouldn't say more so he decided to shut up and savor the moment instead. 

Chad pressed his forehead against John's. He stared softly into John's eyes and let his hand caress John's 
back, wanting him closer. 

John didn't mind this, in fact he enjoyed resting close to Chad. This was their quiet moment now. Chad 
remembered thankfully this time, no talking. Sure, Chad would love to shower John with compliments, how 
beautiful he was, how amazing he made him feel. That didn't mean John didn't like that kind of talk, but just not 


right now. 


Chad held John closer, he let John tuck his head under his chin. John sighed gently, it was always warm against 


Chad. He liked how tightly Chad would hold him. It strangely made him feel safe. 


John's eyes grew heavy and he started to doze off against Chad. Maybe this was all the excitement he could 
do for one night. 


Chad felt John's gentle breathing against him. He kissed the top of John's head, then very briefly pulled away, 
just so he could pull up the blankets covering them. 


John cooed softly against Chad, when he was pulled back into an embrace, his face hidden against Chad's chest. 


"Night John," Chad said as he caressed up and down his back. 
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The next morning John slept surprisingly late, but he was still the first one to wake up. Chad was snoring 


lightly beside him. John stretched against Chad, like some cat, then he gave Chad's head a light pat. 


The drummer still had his arms around him tightly and John tried slipping out of his grasp, since he had to 
use the bathroom. Chad however snorted awake a little, hugging John closer to him again, not wanting John to 


leave the bed just yet 

John found it a little amusing actually, but the longer he waited the more he had to use the bathroom 

"Chad you have to let go, | gotta use the bathroom," John pouted a little. 

Chad planted a few kisses blindingly all over John's face and then let him go. John blushed but smiled, since he 


thought that was a little funny. He gave Chad's head another pat before leaving the bed to use the bathroom 
next to it. 


Maybe it was instinct but Chad was slowly waking up, now that he knew his lover was up too. 


Chad yawned and sat up in the bed to crack his back. He rubbed sleep from his eyes, grumbling under his 
breath like some grumpy bear having woken up from his hibernation. He did perk up, though, when he heard 
the shower turn on in the bathroom. A small sly smile spread across his face. He thought about joining John in 
there but something nagged at the back of his brain saying no. Another idea came to his mind. 


He slipped out of bed, and put on some clean clothes. 


Chad thought about John too. He picked out some clothes that might fit him a bit. He snuck into the bathroom 
and set the clean clothes on the counter. Chad's eyes briefly looked at John's naked outline, behind the frosted 


shower door. He averted his gaze, and left the bathroom to head downstairs. 


He put on a pot of coffee for himself and a kettle of water on the stove to heat it. He had picked up some tea 


for John He wasn't sure when the younger man would stay with him, but he wanted to be prepared. 


Chad then started to make them breakfast. 


Upstairs John took a nice long shower. It helped relax and wake him up a bit. 


John also realized that Chad hadn't tried to sneak his way in here. Of course he wouldn't have minded if the 
drummer had tried and, in fact, he had been expecting it. 


John grabbed a towel from a nearby rack to dry himself off. He noticed the clothes, a white t-shirt and some 
sweat pants, that were sitting neatly on the bathroom counter. They certainly weren't there before. Without 
even really thinking, he put them on. They were a tad loose but John figured this small gesture was Chad's 
doing, which he appreciated. 


John stepped out of the bathroom. He looked over at the bed. It was empty. He heard movement downstairs, 
with all sorts of good smells wafting up. 


John figured he'd take care of his morning ritual of doing some yoga before heading down. He sat on the floor 


of the bedroom and started his stretches. 


By the time John finished and arrived downstairs, Chad was finishing as well. John stepped into the kitchen, 
with Chad noticing him first. 


"Just in time," Chad smiled. "I know you don't like anything heavy in the morning, so I'm keeping it light. Promise. 
Also here," Chad said, then holding a cup of hot tea for John to take. 


The first thing that hit John, was the lemony smell of the tea. 
"What kind is this?," John asked, mostly because he hoped that Anthony didn't give Chad any more tea advice. 


"Oh, lemon balm. | went to a tea shop a few days ago, and they recommended this. IT smells nice, and its a 


light one too," Chad explained. 


John never had this tea before. He took a small sip. It reminded him a lot of a cross between peppermint and 


lemon tea. It was enjoyable to say the least. 

John took a seat at the kitchen table, with Chad getting their plates ready. 

"French toast, kept it simple," Chad said, before setting a plate down in front of John 

The french toast was covered with a lot of fruits, maybe to help cancel out the unhealthiness of the toast. 
Usually John would forgo bread, but it wouldn't hurt to have something like this every once in a while, 
especially seeing how much Chad went out of his way for him again. 


Chad's breakfast was just the same, with maybe just a tad less fruits. 


"It's good," John complimented after taking his first bite. 


Chad seemed to beam a little. He was happy John was enjoying it. 


They had a quiet breakfast together. This was something that John and Chad both enjoyed. The one thing that 


was consistent was their mornings together. They were was always quiet. 


John sighed softly. He stared at the drummer from time to time. With his time with Chad, John did think 


about it more and more, about their relationship. 

‘Ive really enjoyed myself yesterday and today," John broke the silence. 

Chad looked at John. 

John gave Chad a bit of reassurance that, everything he did was not in vain, that John appreciated everything. 
| can tell you want this to be something more, don't you?," John asked. 

Chad blushed. It was very obvious, since while they were apart, John was the only thing he thought about. 
"| do, yeah," Chad admitted. 

"We can keep it casual if you want, but still serious, if that makes sense?," John explained. 

Chad felt his heart pounding in his chest again 

"Really?" 

Chad seemed unbelieving, then again, John would never lie to him. 


"Yeah," John smiled back at Chad. 


Casual but still serious. 
John's words were echoing in Chad's head. 


Of course, he went for it. Anything John was ready for was good for him. But now that he was by himself at 
home and that John had gone back to his place, he was wondering what that actually meant and what John 


really wanted. 


Chad was not the type to overthink things. Most of the time, he was perfectly comfortable going into a 
relationship and see where it would take him, without the need to label it or call it anything. However, in most 


of these relationships, it was really so casual from the start that it wasn't meant to be anything that lasted. 


When he was sleeping with Dave, there were no questions in his mind that it was just sex and having a good 
time. 


Honestly, what was happening with John was a little offsetting. In a good way, sure, but still.. He never saw it 
coming. He saw John again. John looked great, he got to know him better than he did before and he liked what 
he saw. But all these strange feelings and the way his stomach would flip when John was smiling at him or 
how his heart would beat faster whenever John laid a hand on him.. He didn't know it would happen. 

Did he want this thing with John to last? He had never really thought about that in these terms but he kind 
of liked the idea that John would still be around in a few months, or in a year, sleeping at his place or him 
going to spend some nights at John's house, doing things together outside of the band.. It was all very 
appealing. 

Chad decided he had already thought about all this too much and he wasn't going very far with it so the next 
best thing was to pin down Flea and have a chat with him. Flea knew John well and he knew Chad too. He was 


the perfect candidate for counseling. 


A few hours later, early evening, Flea was meeting with Chad in a small restaurant close to his place. It was 


early and there were not many people. It was perfect for a little conversation 
"| was surprised you wanted to go for a drink tonight,” the bassist said 
"Why?" 

"Don't you have anyone else you'd rather spend your evening with?," Flea wiggled his brows at Chad 
"Yes, but.. | wanted to talk to you about that 

"So talk to me, mate!" 

"Its serious," Chad said 

"Oh... That's bad. You're not good at serious stuff" 

"Can we talk for real?," the drummer asked, his impatience only too obvious. 
"Alright, alright.. | was just joking.. What's so serious? Is it anything bad?" 

'No, it's not. Hts the contrary’ 


"So you and John.. You guys are good?" 


"Yeah, more than good," Chad chuckled. 


He felt his cheeks blush a little and he saw Flea noticed but the drummer wouldn't say anything. No raunchy 
details. It was not the point. 


"So what's the serious thing you wanted to talk about?" 

"Well. What does it mean to you when someone says we keep it ‘casual but still serious'?" 
Flea scratched his forehead and scrunched up his nose. 

"Not sure" 

"You're a great help, Flea’ 

"Shall | guess John told you that and you said ‘sure’ but you actually have no clue what he wants and means?" 
Chad answered with a shrug, 

"Maybe you should ask him what he means’ 

"No. It will look stupid, like | dont understand him," Chad replied 

"But you don't.. | mean, you probably do most times but not all the tine. 

"| guess he means we're not seeing anyone else, right?" 

"| guess." 

"And | guess he means we're like in a steady long-term relationship?" 


"| guess. Listen, Chad.. Whatever relationship you guys have, and l'm not sure what it is, but if its supposed to 
be serious, it means you talk with your partner, so you should go to him and ask him all these things." 


"But." 

"No but. You do that" 

Chad sighed and took a long gulp from his beer. 

"Chad, it's obvious you're more than a little into him. What do you feel for him?" 


"He's a great kid, he's.. Arrghh! | don't know what to say, Flea 


Flea shook his head. 


"You know. You just don't want to say it.. And it's ok You don't have to say it to me but if you want this to 
have a chance, you should probably start talking about it with him and telling him how you feel." 


"It's difficult." 


"Yeah, well.. Is he worth it?" 


Now Flea's words were on Chad's mind, as he drove home on his Harley. ‘course John was worth it, given how 


much time and effort Chad had been doing for him. 

Chad let out a wistful sigh, he should talk to John again about this. Flea was right, the sooner the better. 

It was a couple of days since John had last seen Chad. John wondered himself, if Chad had understood him. 
Well, so far anyway this seemed good 

It was evening now, with the sun just setting. John was making himself some tea in the kitchen, when he heard 


the doorbell ring. He wasn't expecting anyone today, but went near the door. He looked out into the peephole 
and saw Chad standing there awkwardly. John was surprised, but opened the door. 


Chad smiled down at him. 

Hey’ 

"Hey, in the neighborhood?," John asked while opening the door wider for Chad to come inside. 
"Something like that..." Chad itched the scruff on his chin 

John noticed Chad was acting a little odd. He also noticed something bulging out of Chad's leather jacket 
‘I, uh... got you something." 

Chad may have blushed a little. 


John was curious, as Chad unzipped his jacket, letting a kitten's head poking out. The kitten let out a loud meow. 
John instantly rushed over. 


Chad took out the kitten, which was a short haired calico. John was wide eyed, but a big smile was plastered all 


over his face. 
"Really?," John beamed, holding the kitten close, petting it, and kissing it: 


"Thought you'd like her, her name is Pancake.. Well, that's what the adoption papers said anyway," Chad 
shrugged. 


"That's such a cute name." 


John was very entertained by the new kitten in his home. He hoped that Smokey and Clementine would like the 


new addition as well. 
Chad smiled, seeing how happy John looked. 
Step one to his plan was a success. 


They sat in the living room together, with John on the floor playing with the kitten, while Chad was sitting on a 


nearby sofa. 

"Hey, John, can | ask you something?," Chad ventured. 

John looked up. Pancake was currently gnawing on John's hair, as an attempt to grooming him. 
Chad cleared his throat. 

‘Its about us." 


John sat up. He looked at Chad curiously then down at the kitten, then back at Chad. Something in John's 
stomach tightened. It wasn't a good feeling. 


"We're breaking up?," John asked. 
"What?? No! No..," Chad seemed stunned that John would say such a thing. 


The drummer's reaction relieved John quite a bit. He was thinking that Chad got him the kitten to try and 
soften the blow of the break-up. 


"Then what is it?," John asked, as Pancake was sitting in his lap, and biting his hand. 
"I've been thinking about us a lot, in a good way. | just... | just want it to be a little bit clear as to what you 


want... | know what | want.. I've been thinking about it.. | love you.. And not just that ‘I love you man’ type of 
thing... | actually.. really love you.." Chad said, his face turning a very bright red color. 


Probably no one had ever seen Chad like this before. John was staring at the drummer who was looking at the 
ceiling and then at the back windows and then at John but only for a fleeting moment before his eyes landed 
on the carpet. 


The guitarist gave a final pet on the kitten's head and carefully put it on the floor so he could stand up. He 
joined Chad on the couch and brought his hand up to tilt Chad's chin up and look at him straight in the eyes. 


"Can you say that again?," John asked. 
"What? ... l.. | love you." 


John leaned over and kissed Chad, playfully pecking him on the lips a few times while he climbed on his lap and 


straddled him to be more comfortable as he settled in front of the drummer's face. 

"I love you too," John said before giving Chad another kiss, this time a real one. 

John's hands slid under Chad's t-shirt and caressed his stomach and Chad started to unbutton John's shirt. He 
pushed it open to uncover John's chest and broke the kiss to move his mouth to John's throat before licking 
his way down to the left and John's nipple. The drummer was holding John close to him, one hand at the back 


of his neck and one on the small of his back and John was now holding Chad's head in his hands, caressing his 


hair and the sides of his face. 


This started to look and feel like a proper make out session and Chad was making John purr louder than the 


little kitten when he had picked it up at the shelter. 

Talking about that, Chad interrupted himself when he felt something sharp stinging on his calf. There was some 
kind of dead weight hanging from his jeans leg. He looked down and saw the kitten which was trying to climb up 
his leg to go on the couch and see what was happening up there. The kitten made a faint meow to try to draw 
attention. 


John looked down as well and started to laugh when he saw Pancake trying to climb on Chad's leg. 


"Come here, silly thing," John said as he picked up the kitten and put it next to them on the couch. "There... 
Now you can enjoy the show," John said before turning back towards Chad and kissing him again. 


"Did you think about the night we spent?," Chad asked. 
"Yes... | did. It was hard not to. | felt it for two days," John chuckled. 
"Shit, sorry...” 


"No, it's alright... It wasn't that bad. I'm good now. So if you want.. We can go upstairs...” 


"You sure you feel ok?" 

"| don't care about feeling ok. | want to feel you," John said as he sat up and walked towards the staircase, 
giving Chad a quick look over his shoulder. 

Chad gasped when Pancake started to bite his hand relentlessly. He looked down. 

"You're trouble, you know that?," Chad said. 


He picked up the kitten, and followed John upstairs since he was mainly worried about the way the other cats 


would react to the new kitten, in case they'd fight, while John and himself were all over each other. 
John laughed a little seeing Chad bringing the kitten into the bedroom 

"Well, hey, lm sure you don't want her reeking havoc on your house while we're up here" 

Chad shut the bedroom door, then came over to the bed where John was splayed out 

He set down the kitten, who went venturing around the bedroom. 

"Guess | should give my other kitty attention too," Chad smiled slyly, as he stepped over to the bed 
John smiled coyly back 


Chad roughly pulled at John's legs, so they were hanging off the edge of the bed. John was slightly startled. He 
flushed when Chad got on his knees on the bedroom floor and got comfortable between his thighs. 


"Just so you know, this is my favorite place to be..," Chad playfully teased. 
John blushed more, when Chad pulled his pants and boxers off. 


Before the drummer got started, he looked to the kitten that was trying to claw at a low hanging shirt that 


was hanging over a chair. 

"Don't worry, | won't be hurting your daddy, just making him feel really good..." Chad smirked. 

John blindingly gave Chad's cheek a light pinch. Chad laughed a little, at the response from John. 

Chad nuzzled his face against John's stomach, with John himself giving Chad encouraging pets on the head. Oh, 


yes, Chad was gonna take this nice and slow. He wasn't sure when they'd have sex again, so he was gonna get 


as much as he could out of John. 


Chad started to lick John's half hard cock. He heard John sigh softly under his breath. 

John swallowed with difficulty and blushed deeply. He was pretty sure he had never been with an expert at 
giving oral like Chad before. Chad always seemed to know what to do, like he could read John's mind half the 
time. 


"Chad." John gasped, as Chad started to finally suck his hard length. 


John started to grip at Chad's hair. His legs were over Chad's shoulders. The guitarist started to feel like he 
was getting close, when Chad abruptly stopped. Chad pulled his mouth off of John's cock. 


"John, you mind if | ask you something?," Chad asked slyly. 
John lifted his head, looking at Chad. Chad caressed John's naked hip. 


"I know you're pretty flexible, you mind if | put that to the test?," Chad smirked. 


John blushed. He was unsure what Chad was going to do to him. John swallowed thickly and felt his heart 
pounding. He gave a small nod, allowing Chad to do whatever he had planned in that perverted brain of his. 


As Chad sat up, he pushed John's lower half up, so it was near John's face. 
"Im sure you can stay like that, cant you?," Chad asked. 

"Yeah." 

"Good" 

Chad pulled away, and went digging around in the nightstand, next to the bed. 
Chad found the lube he'd left here a few weeks ago now, part of it was empty. 
The drummer turned to look at John 

"Guess you've been having fun without me, haven't you?," he teased 

"Maybe | wanted to be better prepared," John quipped back 

"Fine by me, Johnny," Chad said, as he came back over to the bed 


Chad carefully caressed the back side of John's thigh, his fingertips lightly touching his soft skin 


John was blushing down to his neck. 
Good thing did all this stretching all the time, since it helped him stay in this position for a while. 


Chad leaned down to lick against John's ass. John flushed several shades darker, as Chad continued to lick him. 


John started to pant under his breath and he took a hand to stroking his cock. 


Chad put some lube on his fingers. He easily worked two in without problem. At least John was telling the 
truth. Hopefully this evening would go a bit smoother. 


Chad curled and rubbed his fingers inside John who kept letting out small whimpering moans, when Chad kept 
hitting his prostate over and over again. 


John's legs buckled, that were practically over his head as he came into his hand suddenly. 
Chad pulled his fingers out and let John lower his hips, till they were back on the bed. 
John was panting heavily. 

Chad started to get undressed. 

"You mind rolling over, kitty?," Chad asked. 

After John got his bearings back, he did so. 

"Didn't see any condoms in that drawer. You got any?," Chad asked. 

"No. Its fine," John said reassuringly. 


Chad took the okay from John, without much hesitation He poured some lube over his own aching hard length 
and then pulled John's hips near the edge of the bed again. John's feet were touching the carpet. 


"Relax, baby..." Chad leaned down, to kiss across the back of John's shoulders. 

John gasped, his fingers clutching the blarkets on top of the bed 

"Uhhh--hhhhn.," John let out a long moan. 

Chad nuzzled his face against the back of John's hair. 

"Take it easy..." Chad sighed, his cock sliding deeper into John till he was fully seated. 


John was still perfectly tight around him. 


"You feel so fucking good." Chad grunted under his breath, 

"Move," John's voice was overeager, his knuckles turning white, as he tightly clutched the blankets. 
Chad started off firm and slow, his own hands holding onto John's slim hips. 

"Chadl.," John gasped, then hiding his face against the blankets letting out muffled moans. 


Chad let one of his hands travel up John's side all the way to his shoulders and the back of his neck. His fist 
tangled in John's long hair and pulled John’s head back 


‘| like to hear you loud and clear, baby." 

Chad's gesture and words were making John feel the drummer was in control. Of course, Chad wouldn't do 
anything to John, that he didn't want, but John wasn't used to this. It was still making him blush, to see how 
his body reacted to the situation He had fought hard for the past IB months to regain full control of his mind 
and body. Now he was in charge of making his body feel and do what he wanted it to do and feel, so having sex 
with Chad an all new experience in that department, taking him off track completely. 

Chad leaned over and pressed himself against John, who was panting harder now. He was thrusting faster into 
him, enjoying the feeling of John's body undulating under him as the guitarist was rocking his hips back to 


meet Chad's movements. 


"I love this.. | love you like that..," Chad whispered next to John's ear before tugging a little harder on John's 


hair. 
"Aahhh! Chadl," John cried out as he came again. 


John's muscles tensed up around Chad. The drummer couldn't resist much longer. The way John's body was 


pressing him was too good and he followed soon with his own climax before crashing over John's limp body. 


They stayed like that for a moment and then Chad realized he must have been a little heavy for John and so 
he rolled off his back to the side. 


John turned around and moved back up on the bed fully. Chad had a blissful smile on his face. 


"You're quite a picture like this," John chuckled as he looked at Chad who was spread on the bed, breathless, 


his arms crossed above his head. 
"Not everyone can be graceful like you when they come,’ Chad replied. 


| wasn't saying that as a negative thing." 


ancien 
"Yeah... You're like some cheerful smiling Buddha." 

"Not one of those fat little figurines, | hope?" 

"You're not fat” 

‘Im not lean like you." 

"| dont mind. Actually, | like that.. You're comfortable," John teased as he snuggled against the drummer. 

‘Let's get you cleaned up," Chad proposed 

"You wanna share a shower?" 

"Yes, it's better for the environment, we use less water.” 

"Sure." 

A long shower later, where they definitely didnt save on much water, Chad and John looked for the kitten. The 
lite thing had fallen asleep in the corner of the room on one of John's sweater that had fallen on the floor. 


They didn't have the heart to wake her up and so they decided to let her sleep there for the night. 


Chad was looking for his clothes and started to pick them up. He looked at John who was sitting on the bed 
already, staring at him. 


"Whal?," Chad said. 

"You gonna leave?" 

"Huh... No, | was going to put all this on a chair 

"If you don't want to stay.. | won't force you" 

"| want to.. But are you ok if | stay? You don't need your personal space now?" 
"Come on.. Im not that bad" John said as he rolled his eyes. 

"| wanna make sure it's ok with you and you don't feel forced to." 


"I will tell you when | don't want something. But | like sleeping with you.. So please stay." 


Chad was only too happy to oblige and joined John on the bed. This time, he promised himself that he would 
make sure they'd have some nice time in the morning while still under the sheets. No breakfast to prepare or 


other excuses to allow John to sneak out of bed. 


John was the first to wake up, per usual. He felt a tad sore, but nowhere near as bad as when they had their 


first sexual adventure. Maybe John was building stamina or something. 
John looked at Chad. He was snoring, but with Pancake curled up on top of his head. John wondered if she got 
lonely last night, and climbed her way on top of the bed. She was purring loudly, seemingly quite comfy on 


Chad's head. The drummer didn't seem to have noticed or cared either. 


John smiled softly and gave Chad a kiss on the cheek. He was about to get up, out of habit, but thankfully he 
stopped himself. No, he was going to stay right here. 


John stared softly at Chad. 

"You're changing my routine," John said aloud. 

It wasn't out of annoyance, but just something John felt compelled to say to his sleeping lover. It was a 
different change. Life was all about changes, John had learned. The way he had been living his life for the past 
couple of years had been strict. Now this change would help with his future. 


He didn't know how long it would last, but John felt comfortable. 


John snuggled up closer to Chad. He had his arm over the drummer's chest. It wasn't exactly ideally quiet with 
all of Chad's snoring, but he could still think thankfully. 


"l'm sure, you'd sleep all day, wouldn't you?," John asked. 
"That's okay, dreams can be nice. But | heard you can't dream if you snore. The vibrations messing with the 
things in your brain that causes them. | know you daydream plenty, so maybe that's how you do it," John 


started talking to the unconscious drummer. 


"I think I'm gonna have to wake you up, | have to feed Smokey and Clementine, and I'm sure Pancake is hungry 
too," John sat up a little, tickling under Chad's chin to wake him up. 


Chad snorted, briefly waking up from his sleep. 


"Wake up." John smiled. 


Pancake stretched on Chad's head, not really wanting to wake up either. 


Five minutes baby, promise..," Chad sighed before he started to doze off again and tried to pull John towards 
him. 


| need to feed Smokey and Clementine, okay? Pancake should eat and drink too," John lightly shook Chad's 


shoulder, making sure he heard him. 

"Mh... Yeah, yeah... Go ahead." Chad grumbled, like the grumpy bear he was in the morning. 

Chad rolled over, with Pancake rolling over and letting out a meow, when her sleeping spot moved. 
"You gotta wake up, l'm sure you're hungry right?," John smiled. 


John picked up the kitten, and headed downstairs. 
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John took advantage of the morning cat feeding time to introduce Pancake to the other feline residents. 

Smokey didn't seem to care too much for the kitten. Clementine was a bit more excited to see the smaller 
furry thing move around her and didn't appreciate his attempts at playing with her tail. All in all, though, it 
didn't go bad and it seemed that the kitten would be fine with the other two. They just had to get to know 


each other. 


John prepared his own breakfast and tea and coffee for Chad. He had been up since almost an hour and there 


was still no trace of Chad downstairs. 


The guitarist poured a cup of coffee and went back to the bedroom when Chad was still happily snoring, spread 
in the middle of the bed 


"Unbelievable," John chuckled as he looked at Chad. 


He put the coffee on the bedside table and sat on the bed. He nudged Chad shoulders twice without much 
result. The third time was a little stronger and Chad finally stirred. He opened his eyes and yawned. 


"See?.. | just needed five more minutes..." 

"Five? You've been sleeping an hour," John said. 

"Oh?..." 

Chad was too sleepy to be surprised. 

"Come on, | brought you coffee.. I'll be downstairs." 

"Wait," Chad complained but John was already on his way out of the bedroom. "Damn..." 


A few hours later, around noon time, John and Chad were outside in the backyard chatting and sipping on their 


tea and coffee. 


"There's something | wanted to show you," John suddenly said. "I'll be right back" 


Chad had no idea what John had remembered and what he wanted to share with him. He took a sip from his 
mug and got a little startled when his phone rang. Chad grabbed the device and took the call without really 
checking who was calling. 

"Hello?" 

"Chad, hi. It's Dave." 

Chad blanked out for a few seconds. 

"Chad?" 

"Yes.. Yes, sorry. Dave.. It's been a while" 

"Indeed. That's what | was saying to myself as well so.. | decided to give you a call. 

iea 


Chad was s surprised to have Dave on the line that he didn't even really know what to say or ask. 


"So | heard rumors that you got John back in the band and you guys would be working already on a new 
album." 


Chad nodded to himself. It was a small world, everyone knew everyone and rumors were always flying around. 
Most of the time, they were true. He didn't really know how much of a secret John's return in the band was. 
It wasn't even a secret, but nothing was official either, so he didn't know what to say. 


"Well.. As you said, there are rumors...” 


"IFs ok, Chad. If you don't want to say anything.. | guess I'll see how true this is when your next album is out, 
right?" 


"We're just mainly jamming with the other guys, you know." 
"| know.. That's ok but it's not because | am no longer in the band that we can't talk or hang around." 
"Of course not" 


"Good. So what do you say if we'd meet for a few drinks? Just to catch up. Then we'll see what we feel like 
doing after a few drinks..." 


Chad didn't need a translator to get the message. Dave was looking for a hook-up and of course, he thought 


about him. How sweet. 

"Don't know..," Chad simply said. 

"Don't know?," Dave repeated. "You're too busy for old friends now?" 

"Yeah, actually I'm quite busy and.” 

"And? .. Don't tell me you're seeing someone and you don't want any action on the side?" 

Chad swallowed thickly. 

"| don't need anything else. It's cool like this." 

Chad could hear Dave chuckle. 

"Ok, now this is something, Chad. Because if | remember well, it was pretty intense when we were fucking so if 
you're telling me you're seeing someone else and you don't need anything else.. Did you meet my unknown twin 
brother? I'm sure it's a guy. You always preferred guys. You go after girls for the rockstar image, huh?" 


"Listen, Dave, I'm not having that conversation, ok? So, forget me and call someone else." 


"Tsk.. You know what you're missing.. But if you change your mind, give me a call, alright? You know l'm always 


up for something fun." 
"Don't hold your breath on that" 
"| won't: Bye, Chad 

Bye" 


The drummer had barely hung up the phone when John was in the chair next to him. Chad blushed a little, 


wondering if John had heard his conversation and if he knew who he was taking to. 

"It was Dave?" 

"What did you hear?," Chad asked 

"| wasn't eavesdropping, | just walked in.. | heard you say you don't need anything else," John said with a smile. 


One mindset for Chad was that, he should change the subject, like asking what John was hiding in his hand.The 
other being that he should tell John, what the conversation was about. 


If they're in a relationship, Chad should be honest, instead of dusting things under the rug. Well that's what 
the little angel on his shoulder was telling him. 


Chad looked to John, John's dark eyes curiously looking up at him. 
Chad leaned over to give John a small peck on the lips, John blushed a little, but returned the kiss. 
Chad then pulled away. 


"John I'll tell you something, | dunno if this will changes things or what, but | feel like | should tell you so 
you're aware." Chad started off. 


John listened attentively, "tell me." 


"While you were away for a while, we had Dave in the band, that l'm sure you're quite aware of" Chad started 


off. 


John knew exactly where this was going, but he didn't interrupt Chad. Since he was certain, that Chad needed 


to explain himself. 

"Well we messed around, but it was never anything serious. This was when the two of us just fucked around 
because we could, he didn't want to settle down. It was fun for a while, then Dave left, we still messed around 
a bit, but it was mostly booty calls or whatever, whenever one of us was in town Its always been like that 
for me, it was never serious, then when | got to know you.." Chad explained, then started to trail off. 

"Being with you has made me very happy, like.. | can actually think about yeah | could settle down. | haven't 
been looking at anyone else.. Okay that's a lie, but it's nothing ever sexual, believe me you're the only one | day 
dream about and-" Chad was cut off, by John giving him a kiss on the lips. 

"Hts alright | know." John reassured, giving Chad a smile. 

"You know?.." Chad seemed slightly worried 

"Anthony told me about you and Dave, in hopes that it would scare me away from you." John said. 

Chad felt worried, than angry that Anthony would do that behind his back 

"It didn't work because, what | did want was something casual at the time. Also like you the more | got to know 
you, the more | wanted to stay with you. So you could say we're a bit the same, in that sense right?" John 
smiled. 


Chad smiled back at John, he gave him a kiss. 


"Don't really think | could have found a more perfect man" Chad chuckled softly. 


John seemed to blush, "I am far from perfect." Disbelieving of Chad's comment. 
"The perfect man for me then" Chad corrected himself, with John blushing more. 


Chad felt relieved that this small skeleton in the closet was finally out, now there really wouldn't be anything 
else that he was hiding. Since John knew just about everything. 


Chad lit up a cigarette, "so the thing you wanted to show me, does it have to do with whatever you've been 
hiding in your hand?" He asked, then taking a drag off of his cigarette. 


John was reminded, "well, it's more of give you, instead of show." He explained. 

Chad wondered what it was. 

"Hold out your hand" John instructed, 

Chad did so, offering his right hand. 

John tied a bracelet onto Chad's wrist. 

Chad looked at it curiously, smooth purple beads wrapped around his wrist. 

‘Oh... Well thank you?" Chad didn't really understand the gift, but was appreciative nonetheless. 

| made it for you, since doing yoga is hard for you, | thought this could help. The beads are made out of 
amethyst, which are an amazing crystal you know. It's very healing, so it could help with your back giving you 
trouble, or your wrist too." John explained. 

"You made this?" Chad was surprised. 

John nodded, he bit back a small smile, his cheeks may have started to turn a little flush. 

Chad didn't believe in any of that kind of mumbo jumbo, but seeing as John literally went out of his way to 
make him something. Also seeing how bright John’s eyes were, he could see the excitement behind them. It 
was enough actually to make Chad's heart melt. 

"Thank you." Chad gave John a small peck on the lips. 


John seemed to blush more, feeling happy that Chad liked it. 


"You're welcome." John smiled. 


"Dave knows you're back in the band, it seems," the drummer mentioned to go back to something else that 


was bugging him a little. "| don't know who told him." 
"| guess people will know soon enough. I'm not sure what is planned about saying anything official.” 
"Anthony will handle that with the management.” 


"Anyway, | don't see who is still thinking about me," John said. "I'm pretty sure most people think l'm dead or 


close to that, or sober but crazy and not able to function normally.’ 


"People care. | think people will love it when they hear you're back in the band. The fans are going to get 
excited about the album even before they hear it because it's you." 


John shrugged. He had never cared too much for media attention and his new sober-self loathed that whole 
circus even more. But it was part of what he would need to learn to cope with again now he was back in the 


band. He knew that. At least, he wouldn't be alone to do it; he would have his friends around. 


'Itd be great to just be able to jam everyday and record albums sometimes and go play live and never have 


to talk about the whole thing..." John mused. 

"Yes... But then we wouldn't make any money.. And | would hate to have a normal job just to make ends meet." 
| could teach yoga," John said. 

"Yeah, but what would | do?" 

"You? ..You'd be a bouncer in some gay dive bar in San Francisco." 

"Shut up," Chad said trying to look offended, but of course it didn't really work. 

The drummer finished his cigarette and stubbed it out in the ashtray on the table. 

"I had no clue Anthony talked to you about Dave. I'm gonna tell him to mind his own business." 

"No, Chad.. Don't argue with Anthony. | don't want to create any problem with the band. Things are great. They 
stay this way. | told him | didn't care what he would tell me. He was just concerned for me. Like when he talked 


to you about me too." 


"Yes, but.. What now? When he'll know it's more than just being bandmates with benefits? You think he won't 
say anything further?" 


"He'll see. Don't worry," John said. "He'll see it makes you happy and it makes me feel good, and the music wil 
be even better." 


"You seem pretty self-assured," Chad replied. 

"Trust me... | have a good feeling about all this." 

John was looking up at the clouds in the sky. He seemed very calm and not upset at all about Anthony's 
mingling into their own business. Chad knew he meant it. He really wanted things to work out for his return in 
the band and deep down and similarly Anthony was just as eager to make it a success. The singer loved John 
like a little brother and he never got really over how far down John sank and how he couldn't do anything to 


help him. Anthony had been the one asking Flea to reach out to John because he was so nervous about hearing 


a possible negative answer from John. So he had asked the bassist to go and talk to him, asking him to come 
back in the band. As far as Chad was concerned, that was probably the best idea Anthony had had in the last 


few years. 


Anthony was sitting in his living room, patiently waiting as the phone rang on the other end. Someone answered. 
"Well, aren't you calling a bit late," Dave had answered with. 
Anthony let out an annoyed sigh, "Cut the crap, did it work or not?" he questioned. 


"Gotta say, it's actually kinda cute to see Chad being a faithful little angel," Dave teased, then letting out a 


small laugh. 
That made Anthony frown 

"So it didn't work?," Anthony huffed 

This had been Anthony's last attempt to get Chad away from John Anthony called up Dave, to try and put the 
charm on Chad. Sure, it would have been risky with Chad possibly hurting John's feelings, but Anthony was 


just thinking of John's best interest. 


"Think you're gonna have to call it quits, Anthony. | mean, hey, | get it. Where you're coming from, but." Dave 
trailed off. 


"But what?," Anthony frowned again 
Dave sighed. 


"Chad sounded pretty determined to be with John, which | gotta say, if he's turning down fucking me, John 


must be a really nice piece of ass," he reasoned. 


Anthony flushed. 
"Don't talk about him like that." 
He didn't appreciate John talked about as a thing. 


Is a compliment, but my advice to you now is lay off of Chad. Like how you're protecting John, I'll do the 


same for Chad," Dave said, and his tone was a bit serious. 

What Anthony didn't know was that Chad was really the only one that stayed friends with Dave outside the 
band after he left. They played music and, well, he was a good friend, besides the sex. So Dave was more than 
happy to back up his friend. 

Anthony scoffed back a laugh. 

"You say that, but you tried sabotaging him." 

"Chad had no reason to be with John, they're completely different. If Chad was actually with John, it might be 
because he's falling for him. You know that love crap or whatever, so | figured he'd say no, but, hey, if by 
some off chance he said yes.. He'd probably be fucking me on the-" 

"BYE DAVE." 

Anthony hung up the phone before Dave finished since he really didn't need the visuals. 

Anthony threw his phone on the other end of the couch. 


"If he fucks up just once, thats it," he grumbled to himself. 


While Anthony was brooding in his home, John and Chad were currently lying on the grass, in John’s backyard, 
looking up at the night sky. They were taking turns counting the stars, on this clear cool night. 


John leaned over giving Chad's cheek a kiss. 

"You said 395 three times," John teased. 

"Then you recount," Chad quipped right back 

"Hil show you how its done," John said matter of factly, with Chad returning the kiss on his cheek 
Just as John started to count, Chad tried slipping John up. 


"34, 62, 88, 23, 13..." Chad said. 


John gave him a pinch on the cheek to quit it. 


Chad and John laughed. Chad grabbed John's hand before he could pull it away and gave it a kiss. John blushed, 
then continuing on his counting uninterrupted, while the both of them held hands. 


The End(?) 
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There had been almost no discussions when it came to choosing the first single of the new album. All the guys 
could relate to the lyrics and emotions behind Scar Tissue and the band management and producers liked the 
song a lot as well. Musically speaking, it was smooth and soft and it would do well on radio and television. That's 


why it was also important to have a good video to go with it. 


The band was thrilled when they heard that the director who filmed Give # Away would return and work with 
them again. In all honesty, Stéphane Sednaoui was probably more excited to work with the band again than the 
other way around. He had accepted right away when he had heard that John was back in the band and that he 
was sober and doing very well. Stephane also loved the song the first time he heard it and the stories he got 


to discover and understand behind the song made him come up with the scenario and visuals of the video. 


Yet, besides all the excitement and positive energy around the project, filming a video was also a lot of work 
and it required some efforts. That meant, for instance, getting up in the middle of the night to get transported 
on set to the filming location which was in the California desert. 


Chad had been sleeping at John's place the night before the video shoot. It was John's idea, just to make sure 
that Chad would actually be up and ready to leave at their pick-up time right after 4.00 am. 


"Why can't we just film that in a studio at a decent hour and add the background images of the desert 
digitally?," Chad whined when John woke him up at 315 am. 


"Because it wouldn't be the same. You have 30 minutes to get ready." 


John sneaked out of the bed and let Chad mumble. The guitarist was actually quite excited to go and film the 


video because it would be in the desert and that was a peaceful and beautiful place to be. 


While Chad was still waking up, the guitarist sat on the floor of their bedroom and did some stretching before 
starting to do more elaborate yoga postures to clear his mind and wake-up completely. He would normally do 
that outside in the morning but it was still dark and he didn't have too much time today so he opted for 


indoors. 


Chad knew he couldn't fall asleep again and so he decided to get up and go for a shower. That would at least 
maybe help him feel less bad As he walked past the bed, he saw John wearing nothing but his boxers bending 


backward, his back curling perfectly like an arch, and then forward, curling his neck and head inwards to touch 


the floor. 


The drummer sighed at what John was putting on display, morning (or rather middle of the right) wood as a 


bonus. 

"Damn, Johnny... You're almost making me happy to be awake now," Chad said as he looked down at John 

"Glad | could be of help," John said as he stood up. 

"What time do they come and pick us up?" 

"415." 

"Ok, then we have an hour..," Chad smiled. 

"No... We don't. We have to get dressed" 

"Yeah, that takes 5 minutes max." 

"Shower" 

"We can share, IO minutes. That leaves us more than 30 minutes for something else..." 

John shook his head but he didn't have time to say anything. Chad was deceptively more awake than he 
pretended to be when he grabbed John in his arms and put him back on the bed. The guitarist was laughing. It 
had been almost a year now that they were together and Chad was still making him smile and laugh with his 
usual goofiness. Chad was also still able to rock his world in IO minutes for a quickie or the whole night long if 
he was in the mood for it. 

The drummer crawled on the bed and hovered above John. 

"Let me make sure you have that dreamy and mellow smile and look and your face the whole day for the 
video. You'll look great," Chad said as he pulled John’s boxers down and took off his own before moving his 
mouth down on John's stomach and caressing his hips. 

The guitarist didn't protest any further. How could he resist Chad's attention anyway? 

An hour later, they had barely driven 5 miles in the limo that was taking them to the video location and John 
had fallen asleep already. He had curled up on the seat and put his head on Chad's lap. The drummer was 


looking at nothing specifically out of the window and was daydreaming while petting John's head and hair. It was 
still too dark to see much but he felt like it would be a good day. 


Chad was a bit jealous that John was getting to sleep, while he had to keep an eye out along the drive. 
Maybe an hour or so later they arrived, Anthony and Flea were already there. 
John was sleepily rubbing his eyes, as he woke up again. 


The band wasn't really sure what they were in for. Sure, they knew they were gonna be in the desert, and 


driving a car or something? 


When it got to costumes, Chad huffed however, since they had showered in the morning for practically 
nothing. They ended up looking all roughed up, bloody bandaged and dirty. 


John was happy he could still wear his bucket hat, to keep the sun out of his eyes. 
A concept that would be very present in the video was that all of them would be driving. Everyone looked at 
John, since, well.. He didn't drive.. At all. Were they really gonna risk their lives, for the sake of a music 


video?.. 


John's eyes practically sparkled, as he was put behind the steering wheel. Everyone was certainly wary, Chad 
was sitting behind John, giving him pointers. 


Thankfully they were in the desert, with no other cars around on an empty deserted road. 


Surprisingly, John did very well, besides almost hitting the car driving next to the them and that was getting 
all the driving shots. So, for the most part, he did very well. 


They all had fun acting like, they had come back from a war or something. All their mannerisms, seemed 
disassociated, as they picked up random things, from a junk pile in the next shot. John had been tinkering 


around with a guitar. 


Chad however needed to take a piss very bad. There weren't exactly bathrooms out here, so he turned his 


back to the cameras, and just let loose. 


Everyone laughed, which means that the small scene would most likely be thrown in the video, since the 


director wanted to get multiple shots of everything. 
Things were done over and over again, during different parts of the day, mostly for the sake of lighting. 
They were maybe 5 hours in when they got a break. 


Everyone mostly hung around the van, to get something to drink, and sit in the shade, trying to avoid the 
blindingly bright sun 


John was hanging around the junk area created for the set, as an attempt to relax a little. He was lying down 
in the backseat of the car and he was starting to doze off, when he felt something cold touch his face. 


John was briefly startled, when he opened his eyes, seeing a cold bottle of water being held out for him to 
take. John took it, then sat up when he saw Chad behind him. 


"You need to stay hydrated," Chad commented. 
Chad had kept an eye on John all day, mainly because of the attire which John had on and which worried him. 


John had clothes on, wearing long sleeves and pants, along with a hat. Chad was worried John was gonna have a 


heat stroke or something. 


John had dressed like this, since he wasn't exactly comfortable showing off his arms, or his body to strangers. 
The rest of the guys had seen him, but John didn't really need their judging eyes just staring. 


"Thanks," John said taking the bottle, and drinking the whole thing in one go. 

Chad hopped in the backseat to join John. 

"Wonder if this'll be just one day of shooting," Chad mused. 

John shrugged. 

"You're only hoping for this, so you don't have to get up before the break of dawn again," he teased. 
Chad pouted a little. 

"Listen, | like my sleep, we can't all be chipper like you in the morning," he teased right back. 

Chad then pulled John's hat down at the front, playfully covering his face. 

John laughed, then fixed his hat. 


Chad's eyes looked over to the van where everyone was casually chatting, and more preoccupied with staying 


cool. The drummer then looked back at John. A sly smile spread across his face. 


John happened to look back at him, with a frown immediately on his face, since he knew that look on his 


drummer's face anywhere. 


"You must be out of your mind," John huffed. 


"Come on." Chad cooed. 
"NO," John frowned. 
"Don't be like that Johnny..." Chad smiled. 


"You really think dicking around while there's like 40 other people here, and cameras, is a good idea?,” John 


huffed. 


"Don't be so paranoid. Look, they're not leaving that spot anytime soon. Besides, | have some class, I'll keep it 


really simple," Chad persuaded, 


Chad took one last glance at the van, then ducked his head down, nuzzling his face against John's crotch. John 


blushed brightly, putting a hand to Chad's head, trying to push him off. 

"Stop it." John hissed out, his face turning redder, it made it look like he had sunburn or something. 

Chad didn't stop however and he mouthed John's length underneath his tattered dark pants. 

John's eyes flickered over to the van where everyone still was. 

"Just keep an eye out," Chad teased, then nimbly worked his hands in order to undo John's pants. 

That was certainly easier said than done for John. 

John gasped under his breath, as Chad pulled out his length, and started to suck. The guitarist clawed at the 
bandana that was on Chad's head and let out a heavy shallow sigh. He could feel himself getting hard in Chad's 
mouth. 

John's heart was pounding in his chest. He felt his eyes start to roll back, as Chad expertly sucked on his cock 
Chad made sure to work fast, since there was always something about public sex that really got the blood 
flowing. 

Chad still pulled out all the stops, to get John to come hard and fast. 

Actually, it was a bit overwhelming for John. 

"You're gonna fucking get it when we get home..,” John grumbled out, as a threat. 


Chad enjoyed hearing John’s threats, mostly since he got off on it. 


In the meantime, Flea was yawning and stretching near the van. All this heat was actually making him sleepy. 


He definitely needed to walk around a little to wake up. 


The bassist started his walk around the set, then noticed John still sitting in the car. That worried Flea a bit, 


since John should definitely cool down in the van for a while. 


Where was Chad too? Shouldn't he be keeping an eye on John? Flea mentally thought to himself as he walked 


over. 


The direction Flea was coming from went unnoticed by John When Flea got closer, he did notice something off. 


How blushing red John's face was, his mouth parted and panting. 
Flea stopped his walk midstep. 


John used his hand to cover his mouth, shamefully muffling out the moans leaving his mouth. His body 
stiffened and then slackened, falling limp in the backseat. 


A moment or two later, Chad popped his head out from the backseat. Chad licked his lips, then looked at John 
"Do | have anything on my face?," he teased. 
John gave him a playful slap to shut up. 


Flea was blushing quite a bit himself. He was about to slowly back away but Chad noticed him first. The 
drummer gave Flea a playful wink. Flea blushed some more, then pretended like he didn't see anything, as he 


went back to the van. 


The drummer didn't say anything. He was sure John would be a little upset if he knew that Flea might have 
caught them or at least noticed what they were doing in the car so he decided to sneak out of the vehicle and 


let John join him and the others afterwards. 
"Don't stay in the sun too long, Johnny..." 
Chad stepped away and walked towards to van to get in the shade, as if nothing had happened. 


Soon after, filming resumed. There were a few more driving takes to be done as well as some individual shots 
of each of the guys in the car. It pretty much took the rest of the afternoon time. It had been a very long 
day and everyone was glad that the filming was almost over. IT was always entertaining to see the final 
product but making a music video was not as much fun as it seemed because of the very many breaks and 
the slow pace at which things happened, as well as the repetition of the takes to always ensure that there 
would be enough material to cut and edit through for the final video. 


The final shots had to be filmed at sunset or right after it to take advantage of the colors and that special 


atmosphere that surrounded the place at dusk. 


The temperature had dropped already sensibly in the desert with the sun gone and John was shivering with 
just his shirt on as he was in the car and got ready to be filmed for his second and longer solo at the end of 
the song. 


Chad noticed and brought him the jacket of the video director who was more or less the same size as the 


guitarist. 
"Thanks," John said. 


He put the jacket on and closed it in the front and then sat on the back of the car with his feet on the back 


seat. 


"You should thank Stéphane," Chad said as he glanced at the director who had wrapped himself in a blanket to 


stay warm and was now gesturing for the crew to get ready to film. 

"You're the one who brought it," John said. "You always keep me warm.’ 

Chad gave a small squeeze on John's thigh before getting out of the way as they were starting to film. 

The song started to play in the background and while John was doing his solo rendition on the beat-up guitar, 
Chad remembered the first time he heard those notes. It was at John's house the year before, a few months 
after they had started their rehearsal and recording sessions, and a therefore also only a few months after 
they had gotten together. Chad had woken up and John wasn't in bed anymore. It was the middle of the night 
and Chad had gotten up to see where John had gone. As he had walked downstairs, he had heard John playing 
in the living room. He didn't have the whole song yet but he was already toying around with the main chords 
that would ultimately become the song's intro. 

The guitarist was sitting in the dark with just one small lamp on. He was sitting on one end of the couch and 
his cats were sitting on the other side, listening carefully to what he was playing. Chad had stayed on the last 
steps of the stairs for a while listening to the guitarist as well. Finally, he had walked down the rest of the 
way and joined John. 

"Trouble sleeping?" 

John had raised his head. He had not heard Chad approaching. 

"No, | was sleeping but then | woke up and had this stuck in my head." John had replied. "I wanted to try it” 
“Sounds great." 


‘| like it too... I'll play it to Anthony and Flea tomorrow." 


"Yeah, you should” 


John was just wearing his boxers and he was shivering a bit. 

"You're cold?" 

"Its cold here. | messed up with the AC again, | think” 

"Temperature's nice in the bedroom and if that's not enough, | can warm you up too." 

John had put his guitar aside on the couch and joined Chad to go back upstairs. 

Chad's snapped out of his daydreaming when the music stopped and the director asked the film crew to get 
ready quickly to redo the take, this time with the other guys in the car as well, to get different views and 
angles to mix in the final edit of the video. 

‘It was great, John, but let's do it a second time with the band in the car too, there's still enough light.” 
John nodded. 

Anthony was standing next to Chad. 


"Remember when | told you to keep it friendly with him?," the singer asked. 


The drummer was surprised to hear Anthony bring this up again and then feared that maybe Anthony had 


see them during the break in the car. 
"Huh... Yes." 


‘| was wrong. You guys are perfect for each other. And I'm glad it's you making him smile like this," Anthony 
said while giving a pat on Chad's shoulder and walking to the car to do the last take of the day. 


The drummer opened his mouth to say something but Anthony was too far already. Chad just followed him. 


Chad sat in front this time. Before they started filming again, he turned around and saw John briefly looking at 


him and smiling. 


The guitarist replayed his mock-up solo, eyes closed for the most part. Chad couldn't watch him now since 
John was behind him but he knew what John looked like when he was playing, lost in the music and his world, 


so Chad simply listened to the notes and enjoyed their last ride of the day. 


